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RETURN TO ECSTASY 

Her legs were brown and bare, and she 
wore thonged sandals. She was almost 
the high school girl who had led him on 
the amorous pursuit that far-off day, right 
on this same beach. But now he sensed a 
quality to her that had never been evident 

in the younger Lisa. 
She turned to him and his arms swept 

about her and so much was unchanged- 
lips hungry, bodies bursting with desire. 
His hands remembered. The rest of him re¬ 

membered also. 
For one surging moment, it seemed that 

nothing could stop the clock. But she moved 
her head. He felt her tremble. 

She looked up, her brown eyes soft with 

desire. 
"I want to pick up where we left off. But 

the situation is explosive. I'm a married 

woman . . . 1" 
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1 
The cream-colored Corvette slid between the stone pil¬ 
lars that adorned the wide entrance to Point Vista, and 
headed into the parking area, where the driver cut the 
motor at the guard rail, between a new Lincoln and an 
almost-new Cadillac. Of! to the left loomed a large struc¬ 
ture of stone with a facade relieved by great expanses of 
glass. 

Elaine Carmody leaned back in the car seat and looked 
about her, smiling in the late-June day, feeling the pleasure 
rendered by the setting. The building beyond the parked, 
costly cars had been an imposing first-family residence 
until Harvey Anders had acquired it and transformed it 
into an expensive, almost-private club. This, with car park 
and grounds, occupied the whole top of Finnegan’s Knob, 
the highest landmark in sprawling Riparia. 

Behind the knob, on a lofty plateau known as the Hill, 
stood the luxurious, secluded estates of the rich old fam¬ 
ilies who had founded their fortunes chiefly in fishing, 
canning, lumber, and transportation, while the city’s popu¬ 
lation exploded into its present reaches. 

The prospect that most pleased Elaine when she came 
up here lay directly below her. This was the suburb of 
Underhill, below the salt in relation to the aristocratic 
Hill but vastly more desirable than decaying Terrytown, 
sprawling in the distance on the flat far side of the river. 
Her eyes lingered on the clean, modern lines of Under¬ 
hill’s Vista Tower apartments, tall and expensive look¬ 
ing, where she now lived. Thanks, she thought pleasantly, 
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to places like Point Vista and to men like the one she 
would meet when she went in. 

But before she went in she took a long look at the old 
town, where she had been born and had lived until she 
made the big leap across the river to that sleek apartment 
house. There was her old neighborhood where Riggs Road, 
angling from the north bank highway, disappeared into 
low, far hills. In the dusk, Elaine could still see the 
capsule shape of Mike’s Diner, closed now because Mike 
Garnet was dead. A property and a death that had a great 
deal to do with her being up here tonight. 

Opening her purse, she extracted a comb and quickly 
touched up her short black hair. Replacing the comb, she 
looked for an instant at the small plastic case that held 
more intimate personal equipment. Then she left the car 
and walked in quick, high-heeled steps across to the build¬ 
ing entrance, following a small group of other newcomers 
into the foyer, its light bringing her slim, simply clad figure 
into view. A young man standing at the bar entrance gave 
her a long admiring look. But he would not be the man 
whom Harvey Anders had mentioned to her on the phone. 
They were usually older before they became important 
to Harvey. She walked swiftly past him and went into the 
bar. 

“Why, Elaine.. ” 
She turned as if surprised and saw Harvey, smiling in 

sudden pleasure, at the end of the bar, standing with a 
seated man with whom he had been talking. She moved 
smoothly toward them, took Harvey’s outstretched hand, 
observing that although his hair was almost gray, his face 
was still handsome, the same Harvey Anders, she thought, 
who had once hypnotized her into helplessness. 

She said, “Well, hi there,” and smiled at him. 
“How good to see you,” Harvey went on. “It’s been so 

long, I decided you’d got married and moved away.” 
She laughed, partly because they both knew their lines 

so well. 
“No, still fancy-free, Mr. Anders. But a nine-to-five job 

in a real estate office doesn’t fit so well with night life.” 
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Harvey turned to the seated man who was watching with 
interest. Elaine appraised him quickly; he was tall and 
hard-muscled, with an aging, hard face—the type whose 
wealth and influence would make Harvey seek his favor. 
Probably married and the father of children not much 
younger than she. A sophisticated, worldly man, she 
thought, but not a habitual rounder, for he gave the im¬ 
pression of being driven by a hard core of ambition, rather 
than drifting into self-indulgence and dissipation. 

“Tom ” Anders said heartily, “let me present you to a 
young lady I’ve known since she wore bobby sox. Elaine 
Carmody, Tom Halleck.” 

She smiled demurely but did not offer her hand. Why 
did men think a girl never noticed that first sweeping 
glance that told them other parts of her body were far 
more interesting than her facial features. She stood under 
his brief inspection, with a serene confidence born of a 
thousand such tests she had never failed. 

“It’s a pleasure indeed, Miss Carmody,” Halleck mur- 

mured. , 
“If you’re not with somebody, Elaine,” Harvey said, 

“why don’t you two have a drink together? I have to see a 
fellow, but if I can get rid of him I’ll be back. I want to visit 

with you, Elaine.” 
Halleck liked the idea. As she seated herself next to him, 

she was relieved to find no one who knew her in the 
crowded bar. Halleck was saying something, and she 
looked at him to see that he was offering his cigarettes. 
She took one and touched his hand with her fingertips to 
steady his lighter. His charcoal suit had not cost much, 
she estimated, and he was not bad-looking when he smiled. 

“So you’re an old friend of Anders?” Halleck said, 
“I’d hardly say that. He has a daughter my age. We 

were in public school together before he sent her East to 

college. That kind of friends.” 
They finished their drinks, and she said she was a secre¬ 

tary in a realtor’s office in Underhill. Halleck then wanted 
to know if she was bent on a career or marriage. She said 
it depended, at least there was no man in view so far. He 
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said he lived in the city where he had a law practice. He 
had a son in college. 

Harvey had not come back, which was according to 
plan, she knew. Halleck liked that. He said, “If you haven’t 
had your dinner, why not join me?” 

“Thanks, I’d love to. And if you don’t come here often, 
why not try the Sky Deck here? The view is superb. Ad¬ 
mittance is usually by card, but since you’re a friend of 
the owner—” She smiled. 

“That sounds wonderful, but you’ll have to lead the 
way. This is my first visit to Point Vista. And I’m not ex¬ 
actly a friend of the owner. Anders asked me here to meet 
a man who hasn’t showed up so far. But I’m much happier 
that you appeared, instead, and I met you.” 

She smiled at him, her eyes wanning with pleasure. 
The Sky Deck was a characteristic Anders touch, the 

long outdoors balcony of the old residence that he had had 
glassed in and divided into intimate little rooms which 
could be used for conference luncheons, since only the view 
wall of each was glass. But more often, as she knew well, 
they were occupied by men wanting an evening with their 
secretaries or their partners’ wives. The Sky Deck rooms, 
as Elaine had implied, were not open to the general public, 
but she knew the way and led Halleck up a flight of car¬ 
peted stairs that opened into a hallway, where a man in a 
white dinner jacket gave them a discreet smile and bow. 
A moment later they had one of the pleasant little rooms to 
themselves. 

Halleck was enormously pleased, smiling softly as he 
crossed to the picture window that looked out on the lights 
of the communities spread below like a carpet of sparkling 
gems. Elaine judged him to be a powerful man physically, 
thus a hungry one, and easy to manipulate. But he was 
watchful, for he had left the door ajar a few inches. She 
wondered how long it would be before he grew sufficiently 
assured or reckless to close it completely, 

Elaine let her glance trail around the room, because she 
drew a deep, sensual pleasure from the earmarks of luxury. 
Above a small table were controls for piped-in music and 

8 



a closed-circuit television carrying the downstairs floor 
shows. Two deep-cushioned chairs with lamps beside them 
faced the screen. Before the window stood a long silk sofa 
with a marble-topped coffee table fronting it. 

“Oh, I like this,” Halleck said. 
If he had started wondering about the bill, there was 

no need. She knew it would all be on the house. 
An impassive waiter knocked, then entered and set up 

the table, as if he did not know that the stage was set 
for a discreet indiscretion. Halleck consulted her before 
ordering, then was hesitant about his own selection. Ob¬ 
viously, he was stimulated by this coziness with an attrac¬ 
tive young woman. Apparently he decided to go all out, 
and they had wine with dinner. Afterward Halleck ordered 
a bottle of premium-priced cognac. He enjoyed everything 
immensely, and that, Elaine knew, was important: the 
men Harvey cultivated should like luxury but should also 
be unable to afford much of it. Halleck turned on low music 
and finally closed the door, and they sat down on the sofa 
facing the view of the city, 

For a moment they were silent, lost in their contempla¬ 
tion of the view below them. There, the river split the city 
on its winding way to the ocean, which was now wrapped 
in darkness except for the twinkling lighthouse on North 
Point and the lighted buoy across the channel entrance. She 
could see the ocean terminals, with ships from every har¬ 
bor in the world. Beyond the naval installation was the 
marina, home port of hundreds of pleasure craft. 

She came out of her thoughts to realize that Halleck was 
asking her permission to smoke a cigar. Of course, she gave 
it. His cigar was a popular, inexpensive brand, which told 
her more of what she must learn for Anders. 

“Since you work in Underhill,” Halleck began, I wonder 
if you’re acquainted with Terrytown real estate values? I 
have a client who inherited some business property over 
there. I haven’t the foggiest idea what it’s worth and should 
find out. He indicated in a letter that he wants to dispose 
of it.” 

“Would I know the property?” she asked. 
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“Probably, if you know that side of the river. If s a small 
eating place that’s been there for God knows how many 
years—Mike’s Diner. The owner died recently and the 
place was closed. A few houseboats on the river below it 
are part of the same property.” 

‘I think I know the place,” she said casually, without 
adding that she knew it well and also knew its importance 
to Harvey. 

“Offhand, what would you say if s worth?” 
“Well,” she mused, “I don’t like to discourage you. But 

that part of Terrytown’s been dead for years, with the rest 
of the district on its last legs.” 

“The Garnet property’s in a good location, though. On 
the busy highway intersection. And then there’s quite a bit 
of travel out Riggs Road, with the new development up 
around Alpine and the ski resort at Castle Mountain, and 
all the building they’re doing up at Mirror Lake.” 

“True,” Elaine agreed. So he had looked into it a bit and 
would have to be handled carefully. “But I knew old Mike 
Garnet. I don’t think he got fat on the drop-in trade from 
the passing traffic.” 

"No,” Halleck admitted. “There wasn’t much cash in¬ 
volved in the estate.” He looked at her and smiled. “But 
this is no time to talk business. Couldn’t we see the view 
better with less reflection from the lamps in here?” 

When she did not object, he stood up, and she wanted to 
laugh when she saw plainly that he had reacted physically 
to all the coziness. He vanished behind her, and the lamps 
went out one by one. Then she heard the click of the door 
lock. When he came back he sat closer and put his arm 
across her shoulder. He tried to make the gesture seem 
casual, but the movement was awkward and sell-conscious. 

He said huskily, “I’m glad Harvey got lost.” 
“So am I,” she whispered and lifted her mouth. But she 

did not respond immediately to his kiss, letting him guess 
a while. When he tried to press her back on the sofa, she 
pushed against his chest with her hand. “Now, Mr* 
Halleck—” 

“Tom” 
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But he released her and poured more brandy. He lighted 
another cigarette for her, and while she listened to the din¬ 
ner music she heard his heavy breathing. She sipped her 
brandy, feeling his urgent desire of her. She did not try to 
talk and presently, when she thought he had endured her 
rebuff long enough, she placed her glass on the coffee table. 
He put his own down quickly and dropped the cigar into 
die ashtray and turned to her. 

Desire had burned away his diffidence. His arm pulled 
her roughly in to him, an aggressive mouth crushed hers. 
His kiss was a wet plaster, his tongue an insistence on her 
lips. She cued herself like an actress to the caressing prog¬ 
ress of his questing touch beneath her dress. She let the 
hand reach its destination, heard Ms shuddering breath run 
in and out. She felt herself give him the wordless signal 
he awaited, the signs that he was making bis conquest. 

Eagerly he started to lift her legs onto the sofa, and this 
she resisted. But she let him open the neck of her dress 
and kiss her breast through the bra, but stopped him when 
he tried to unfasten the bra. She caught Ms hand and held 

it and tried to sit up. 
“My God, Elaine,” he groaned. 
“I’ve got to go to the little girls' room.” 
Elaine picked up her purse and went out, knowing he 

was not sure she would return to him, an uncertainty 
wMch only heightened Ms desire. She would phone Harvey 
from the restroom and tell him his pigeon was ready for 
him. Then she would pay off, and she would get paid off, 
and there would be another job done for Harvey Anders 
and company. Well, as she had told Halleck when he had 
asked her if she liked her work in the fictional real estate 

office, “It’s a living.” 
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2 
Harvey Anders smiled as he passed the unidentified door 
behind which, some time ago, Elaine and Tom Halleck had 
vanished, Anders would know before long whether he was 
going to acquire the old Mike Garnet property, and at 
Anders’ own figure. Elaine was a clever girl who would go 
a long way before time tarnished her terrific sex allure. 

He stepped into his office, his thoughts straying back 
ten or eleven years before, when he himself had been the 
victim of Elaine’s appeal. The time, he thought in dry 
amusement, in which he bad broken up the close friend¬ 
ship between Elaine and his daughter Lisa. He wondered 
if Elaine ever thought of that night. . . 

That summer—he knew this because Lisa was the same 
age—Elaine had been fourteen. An oddly matched pair of 
young girls, whose dangerous association he had failed to 
see at first. Elaine, the nubile nymphet, even back then 
had possessed a devastating physical attraction. Anders 
had been strongly aware of her appeal, seeing her at his 
home where she came often with his daughter, although 
Elaine had still lived in that dingy old neighborhood in 
Terrytown. And then had come the mad evening when, 
during a torrential rain, he had seen her by chance in the 
city and had offered her a ride out to Terrytown. 

From the moment Elaine had settled herself beside him 
in the car and they had started off through the splashing 
rain, Anders had felt the girl’s exciting presence. Even her 
voice had been sexy, he recalled, immature yet vibrat¬ 
ing some deep nerve in him that his wife had never reached. 
But he had listened to Elaine chatter on about school 
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and a party for which she had just been buying slippers, 
and they had nearly reached Terrytown when he had 
turned abruptly onto a darkened street between two vacant 
warehouses. Elaine had said nothing when he had stopped, 
shut off the engine and lights, and had looked at her in the 
pale, reflected glow of a distant street lamp. She had been 
cute as the devil, looking at him from the comers of 
faintly frightened, faintly interested eyes. 

The magnetic force that had seemed to pull him to her 
had been among the strong excitements of his emotional life. 
She had smelled of chewing gum when he had kissed her, 
and she had grown a little more timid when his eager, 
trembling fingers had unfastened the front of her blouse. 
Yet she had been acquiescent, perhaps flattered that he, 
Harvey Anders, not only her best friend’s father, but the 
man who was beginning to make himself felt as a success¬ 
ful businessman, had been so openly interested in her per¬ 
son. She had let his hungrily caressing fingers move from 
the excitement of her breasts to exploring her thighs and 
her secret softness. Then she had let him take her, awk¬ 
wardly but completely, there on the seat of the car. 

For Anders, there had been a searing, slashing delight 
for a few seconds before the wildness exploded from him 
and left him slack with horror. He had slumped behind the 
wheel when the full, black enormity of his folly had burst 
upon him. He had been her first, a fact evident from the 
pain he had felt even as she had made a small outcry. But 
his insane desire for pleasure had made him forget the 
need to protect her. She bad been worse than jallbait—a 
child. If she told—if she was in trouble—he could go up 

for twenty years. 
She had sat slouched on the other side of the seat, her 

legs spread, her skirt up, the way he had left her. A mo¬ 
ment ago he had been driven to her. But at that later 
moment, he had wanted to pull down the skirt, to do any¬ 
thing to wipe away the final trace of his nightmare act. 

“1 love you,” she had said, her voice small. 
He had gasped, “Elaine.” 
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“Jt’s what people in love do, and I wanted you to do it 
to me.” 

With a wild laugh, he had said, “My God, Elaine, That 
wasn’t love you felt, I just knew how to get you hot, and 
I did,” 

“I wanted to kiss you.” 
Sure. But it’s all only for kicks. It makes you feel as 

if you love the other person at the moment, but it’s just 
kicks. It doesn’t mean anything, really,” 

“Always?” 

“Nine times out of ten.” He had pulled out his money 
clip and taken out a crisp twenty, “Here—buy yourself a 
nice present from me,” He had tucked the bill into her bra, 
between the small breasts and she had let it stay there. 
Thinking her satisfied, he had driven within a block of 
her home and let her out, relieved to find that the rain 
had stopped. 

He still thought it the luckiest break of his life that 
nothing had come of it. Elaine had not become pregnant, 
and had not seemed to realize the hold she had on him if 
she had cared to use it. Nor had she confided in anyone, 
as he had feared she might. When he had been certain 
he was out of woods, he had ordered Lisa to break off 
seeing Elaine immediately. And like the obedient girl she 
was, Lisa had obeyed, although she had been bewildered 
and unhappy about the command. 

A year or two later, the Cannody girl had acquired the 
unenviable reputation as the hottest boy-chaser in the 
Terrytown high school. Anders, however, had seen no more 
of her until he opened Point Vista. By then he had begun 
to dabble in politics to help him in business, and he 
wanted a few nice-looking but willing girls to help 
soften important men toward his projects. A girl who had 
served him in that capacity had mentioned that ilaine 
might be interested in the high fees. 

That meeting between Anders and Elaine was on a 
casual and worldly basis, and since then she had helped 
him on several important occasions, *. 

Now he opened a desk drawer and withdrew a plain 
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envelope, addressed it to Elaine at Vista Tower, and in¬ 
serted five twenty-dollar bills, wrapped in blank paper. 
He sealed and stamped the envelope and dropped it in his 

outgoing basket. 
Point Vista’s record was still as unblemished as that of 

his other places. When a customer was in the know, he 
found an unexplained charge on his tab that he understood. 
When he was not in the know—and only needed to feel 
under obligation for an unusually pleasant evening, as in 
Tom Halieck’s case—the girl was paid quietly by the 

house. , 
Anders had lighted a cigarette and leaned back in his 

swivel chair when the soft tinkle of the desk phone made 
him reach for the instrument. 

"Anders,” he said quietly. 
“You’re going to build Shore Acres, Harvey," Elaine’s 

sexy voice said. “You’ve got it in your pocket. Halleck’s a 
real pigeon. Now I’ve got to soften Halleck up so he’ll lis¬ 
ten to your proposition.” 

“Did he mention the Garnet property? Or the price? 
“He asked my advice, as secretary in a real estate 

office. I only said I didn’t think the holding was worth any 
king’s ransom. He did say that Mike’s son and heir had 
written him that he wants to get rid of it.” 

“Nice going, dear,” Anders said, smiling into the mouth¬ 
piece. "I bet 1 get it for twenty thousand.” 

“Then I bet it’s worth forty.” 
“Rock Garnet’s been gone five years. It’s ten to one he 11 

be happy to handle the whole thing by mail.” 
“I doubt that Rock will want to come back to Terry- 

town,” Elaine agreed. “I grew up next door to him, you 
know. I remember why he left town and why he stayed 

away-” . . ... i 
Anders scowled. He had forgotten that she might know 

about Rock and Lisa. Yet nearly everyone seemed to have 
known of the secret affair before Anders had discovered 
and had broken it up. Half-angry, he said, “Look here, 
Elaine. You’re not sentimental about him just because you 

grew up with him?” 
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He heard her low laugh. “Would I have taken on this 
job if I was? My interest, Harvey dear, is only in the 
money you had better send me pronto.” 

“Your money’s in the mail. And, Elaine—” 
I ve got to go see our friend, Harvey, before he chews 

up the furniture.” He beard her hang up the phone. 
Anders leaned back, pleased with the way things were 

going, yet his pleasure was shadowed by Elaine’s reminder 
of Rock Garnet. That punk had worked his spell on Lisa 
and had carried on with her secretly to God only knew 
what lengths, and for how long. 

From the day he had opened his first small restaurant 
iu Terrytown, Anders had been driven by his unquenchable 
ambition for money and power as the stepping stones to the 
good, respectable life he was determined to achieve. His 
wife, mercifully dead these past eight years, had been his 
first waitress, a coarse, earthy woman who had been a drag 
rather than a help to Anders’s ambitions. He had been re¬ 
lieved when cancer had taken her off—for the child they 
had brought into the world was developing, through some 
strange workings of genetics, into a miracle of exquisite 
loveliness. 

To Anders, success had come slowly at first, so that Lisa 
had grown up in Terrytown, but he had given her what he 
could and had done his best to protect her from their harsh 
and ugly world. Even when Anders had started making 
money and expanding, he had used borrowed capital and 
frugally had continued to live in Terrytown. Therefore, 
Lisa’s friends had been not only Elaine, with her bent to¬ 
ward sexual experimentation, but also Rock with his 
young male virility. Well, Anders had got rid of them both. 
Since moving to Underhill, where Lisa had met a more 
desirable type of young people, he had fended off Phil 
Swcetman, Bob Gard, Ted Dunlap, and a few other youth¬ 
ful Don Juans who had aspired to her softly rounded body. 
That had taken vigilance, but he was sure that he had kept 
her intact until Casey Farrell had come along, Casey with 
his college degree, good looks and breeding, and a little 
money, everything Anders wanted in a son-in-law and 
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business heir. Now, thank God, Lisa was safely married 
to Casey, who was on his way up as a specialist in urban 
development, with a foot firmly planted in the political 
doorway. 

Anders was out mixing with his patrons, the cream of 
the city’s political, business and trade-union executives, 
when Halleck came downstairs with Elaine. The girl, 
Anders noted, looked so fresh and naive that no one could 
have dreamed of the carnal calisthenics she had just taken 
part in on the Sky Deck. And Halleck’s chop-licking ex¬ 
pression told Anders that Elaine had been right about 
him. He was indeed, a pigeon for the kind of high living 
that the attorney had so far been unable to afford. He 
would listen to a proposition. 

The pair came up to Anders in the foyer, and Elaine said 
brightly to Halleck, “Thanks for a lovely dinner, Tom. Now 
I’ve got to run. Morning comes early for an office girl.” 
Her smile included Anders, who marveled at the lively in¬ 
genuousness of her lovely eyes. “Good night. Maybe I’ll 
see you again, Tom.” 

Halleck nearly drooled with desire. 
They watched her leave, then Anders ushered the 

attorney into his office. Anders seated his guest, offered him 
a cigarette, then leaned back in his chair. 

“The man I asked you up here to meet telephoned his 
regrets, but I couldn’t locate you.” 

Halleck waved a hand. “Don’t let it worry you. I had a 
thoroughly enjoyable evening—a wonderful evening, in 
fact.” 

Anders nodded, grinning inwardly. “Frankly,” he said, 
“the man who wanted to see you is my son-in-law, Casey 
Farrell. He asked me to discuss the matter he had in mind.” 

“I’ve heard of Farrell,” Halleck said. “He’s pretty big 
in civic development.” Halleck was clearly interested that 
he had been sought out by a man of some importance. He 
added musingly, “And he’s beginning to make his weight 
felt in the local political picture, too." 

“Casey has a high sense of civic duty,” Anders agreed. 
“Not that he wants to run for office. It’s the behind-the- 
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scenes activity he likes. At present, however, he’s rep¬ 
resenting a new company that’s planning what might be 
called a privately financed slum clearance project over in 
Tenytown. That’s a dying district, as you know, if you’re 
acquainted with it.” 

Halleck shook his head. “I only have a little business 
there occasionally.” 

“Well, I have a sentimental interest in Terrytown,” 
Anders resumed. “I got my start there. The district used to 
be a separate municipality, you know, until the city an¬ 
nexed it. Its main support was small industry, most of 
which has died out. Yet all it needs is new blood. That’s 
what the Terrytown Development Corporation intends to 
give it—new housing, new businesses, the right kind of 
promotion." 

Halleck seemed to agree generally that the project was a 
fine thing indeed. Being sought out this way made him feel 
important, but he had not the faintest suspicion that 
Harvey Anders alone was the Terrytown Development 
Corporation. Its dummy board and its officers were men 
of importance in the city who had helped and protected 
him in the past. They, of course, were to share in the 
gravy, but the bulk of the profits would come to Harvey 
Anders and his daughter’s bright young husband. 

“The city fathers favor the undertaking,” Anders re¬ 
sumed. A very dubious area will be transformed to a pros¬ 
perous and attractive one. And the men engaging in the 
work are doing so mainly as a worthy civic enterprise. But 
still there are hitches, Tom, as there are in everything like 
that.” 

Halleck leaned closer, sensing that this was where he 
would fit into the picture. 

Anders went on. “The corporation asks no return be¬ 
yond expenses and a modest profit for its work. The basic 
function of the corporation, if the project goes through, will 
be to co-ordinate and supervise. It's acquiring the land 
quietly—that’s Casey’s job at present—so as not to start 
a boom. But the corporation will sell the land to others 
for actual constructions and operations. Naturally, to at- 
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tract such investments, Terry town Development can't 
pay high prices for the property. And that's what Casey 
wanted to talk to you about tonight.” 

“Ah,” Halleck said. “The Mike Garnet estate. It’s in 

that area.” 
“You’re right. The rest of the land required along the 

river presents no problem. It’s worthless the way it stands 
—empty old warehouses and factory buildings, and 
some of it has even reverted to the county for unpaid 
taxes. But the Garnet property is something else again.” 

The attorney narrowed his eyes on Anders, now wary. 
“I don’t believe I follow you.” 

“You couldn’t,” Anders agreed, “because this is a per¬ 
sonal matter. I broke up a so-called romance between 
Rock Garnet and my daughter when she was going 
through her puppy-love days. It rebounded to break up 
Rock and his father—old Mike. As Mike’s attorney, 
you probably learned something of their quarrel.” 

“Mike came to me only once,” Halleck said. “He 
wanted me to draw up his will and asked me to serve as 
executor. He did say there had been a row, and he didn’t 
know where his boy was. It took a while to trace him after 
Mike died. But there should be no hitch. Rock indicated in 
a letter I just had from him that he wants to dispose of the 
property.” 

“But not to a corporation Casey’s playing a big part in, 
a fact too much on the record to hide.” Anders shook his 
head. “Not with Casey as my son-in-law and as the hus¬ 
band of the girl Rock wanted. And for all I know, he 
still wants Lisa.” 

Halleck leaned forward, his eyes sharp. “You’re hoping 
the deal can be handled through me, without Rock learning 
of that connection?” 

“That’s right. Preferably without young Garnet coming 
here. Circumstances make that property a vital parcel. 
Imagine an hourglass with its pinched-in waist. The Garnet 
piece is at the narrow part, with blighted factory districts 
on either side. That old diner and those crummy house¬ 
boats aren’t worth wrecking for salvage. Yet the land’s at 
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the one point where the highway skirts the river, which had 
to bend around Finnegan’s Knob. It’s also on a junction 
of the highway with a busy secondary road. For the right 
business, it could be an excellent location. The corpora¬ 
tion’s got to have it, Tom.” 

Halleck said curiously, “What’s it worth the way it 
stands?” 

“If I owned it, I’d grab at an offer of fifteen thousand, 
which is the sum Casey authorized me to offer you, when I 
talked to him tonight. He had the records checked, and 
that’s four times what old Garnet paid for it thirty years 
ago. Moreover, the assessed value is much less than fifteen. 
It had to be, or old Mike couldn’t have got up the money 
for taxes.” 

Halleck said uneasily, “Did Casey ever try to buy it 
from Mike?” 

“No, the project hadn’t got that far when the old fel¬ 
low died.” 

“Considering the location,” the lawyer said dubiously, 
“it could be worth more.” 

“Present and potential value aren’t the same, Tom.” 
Halleck smiled. “But how badly a buyer wants a prop¬ 

erty does affect its value.” 
“Yes.” Anders let himself return the smile. “Fifteen 

thousand should certainly be a fair price to Rock Garnet. 
I think he’ll snap at it. But in view of the great need you 
just mentioned, Casey’s prepared to go higher—pri¬ 
vately. That is, if the deal goes through without Rock 
learning anything to make him balk or hike the price.” 

“How much will Casey go?” Halleck said thinly. 
“Another five thousand, off the record.” 
“A bribe?” 
“Your legal fee, Tom. In addition, we’d like to see more 

of you up here. The really big people in this city like 
what we offer. I know them, and meeting them wouldn’t 
hurt anyone in your profession.” Anders lighted another 
cigarette. “Will you see what you can do with Rock 
Garnet?” 

“Yes,” Halleck said, rising. “I will, Harvey.” 
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3 
The girl turned over, which ended Rock Garnet’s blurred 
inspection of her splendid, deeply tanned back. The stripe 
of white skin where she had worn a halter suggested that 
she was a sun worshiper. There was neither halter nor bra 
now, thank God. Her breast that came into view as she 
rolled was firm and lovely, its nipple taut and erect as a 
rosebud. One knee came up, and the leg was excitingly, 
beautifully curved. Her head turned last, golden hair tum¬ 
bling away to reveal her profile. Considering her other at¬ 
tributes, he would have been disappointed to find her only 
modestly pretty. He was not disappointed. She was a 
complete knockout in every department. 

He wondered where he had found her. 
His memory of the previous night shaded from alcoholic 

semi-obscurity to total loss; she was in the part blanked 
out. Her features, though, were too fine for her to be a 
tramp who had latched onto him in some joint. Either 
she had a car or they had taken a cab to get to this motel, 
for he had arrived in the city the afternoon before by train. 
And that was as far as his mind, as fuzzy as his dry tongue, 

could go. 
How about waking her gently and saying, “Look, baby. 

I’m not trying to take advantage of the fact that we slept 
together. But I’d like to know more about you. What’s 
your name, for instance, and where do you live, and how 
did we happen to get into this delightful situation?” But 
maybe she could not answer that last any more tiian he 
could. Outside, a diesel truck roared by and Rock winced at 
the jackhammering inside his head. The girl said. Ugh, 
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and squeezed her eyes together. As the sound faded, her 
head turned toward him. A lock of hair had fallen over 
her left eye. It was, he decided, a very nice eye indeed— 
hazel, to match the right one—and considering his own 
burning orbs, hers were beautifully clear and showed a 
warmth and friendliness that he had no reason to expect 

She smiled at him and said, “Hi.” 
“Have we met?” he said haughtily, playing it for a 

silly gag. 
“Have we?” she said dreamily. “Wow.” She put a small, 

soft hand on his brow. “You poor dear. Got a battlefield 
in there?” 

His eyes felt like blisters on a badly sunburned face, 
“A whole damned war. How about you?” 

“I wasn't nearly as gassed as you.” She looked him 
over, laughed and sat up, glancing at the tiny watch on 
her wrist. “At least, I kept my taste in men. Fd die if I’d 
woke up in bed with a slob.” 

“Fm a slob.” 
“A nice-type slob, though.” 
Her comments seemed to indicate that he had not been 

too drunk to acquit himself as he should. He only wished 
he remembered more. This lovely girl was miles above 
the usual blisters he picked up after a night of heavy drink¬ 
ing, yet his memory of what must have been a wonderful 
night was only a blank. 

“Is your name really Rock Garnet?” she said. 
“Yeah. And what’s your real one?” That wasn’t bad, 

he considered. He might get something out of her, without 
having to admit that he had been completely out, even 
when he had met her. 

“Daisy Smith, as 1 told you last night.” 
“In what bar did you tell me that?” 
“The only one I was in. And if I hadn’t been a girl 

scout and dragged you out of there, you’d have been bait 
for half the hookers in the joint. But Fm not a hooker, you 
know, evidence to the contrary notwithstanding.” 

“Fd never think so. You’re lovely. And, by the way, 
where do you live?” 
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“At the Smith residence, naturally. I’m married to Mr. 
Smith, who’s a very nice guy. How do I look to you now?’* 

“Still lovely.” 
“But bitchy?” 
“I don’t think so,” he said honestly. “I just know if I 

were Mr. Smith, you’d be too busy with your homework 
to run around. And where was he last night?” 

“He’s also married to an oil company. He’s in charge of 
retail sales, and he’s always out of town.” She shrugged. 
“Would you look and see if my car’s still out front while 
I take a shower? I’d be in a spot if it was stolen from a 
place like this.” 

When she turned to leave the bed, a hot, surging de¬ 
mand rose up in him. His hands, pulling her down again, 
tingled from the contact with her soft warmth, and his 
strong pulse throbbed before her amused and then excited 
eyes. He covered her, his arms locked around her, flatten¬ 
ing those firm breasts against him, cementing their bodies. 
But he did not need arms, for with deft, darting fingers, 
she guided him to her. 

The moments of controlled delectation ran on then, on 
and on... 

“Now just hold me, my darling,” she whispered, and 
he did so with all the tenderness at his command. 

When he lay quiet beside her again, she looked away 
from him. In a small voice she said, “I shouldn’t have let 
you, when you were sober. Now you’ll remember how 
awful I am.” 

“Awful?" 
“You must think I’m man-crazy.” 
“Uh-uh. We just hit it off together.” 
She looked at him. “It’s silly to say it at this point, but 

you’re the first one, besides my husband. I wasn’t looking 
for this when I went to that bar last night. I just saw you, 
and we got to talking. But what’s the use? You don’t be¬ 

lieve me.” 
“I do. How long have you been married?” 
“Three years.” 
“And no more firecrackers?” 
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“TTiere never were any,” she said vehemently. “But 
what’s the point in saying so? I let you pick me up. I slept 
with you. I Sipped over you. That’s the important thing. 
It had to be what I was after.” 

“I guess,” he agreed. 
“Then I’m just a common slut.” 
Her self-revulsion at this reasoning convinced him that 

she was anything but that. He said, “Let’s spend the 
day here.” 

She smiled. “I’d like to stay with you, but I don’t dare,” 
“Then give me your phone number.” 
“Oh, no.” 

“I’d like something to remember other than that phony 
Daisy Smith.” 

“Okay, then, my name’s Connie. And that’s as much as 
you get. I went three years without doing this, and I’m go¬ 
ing to try for another three.” 

She meant it utterly, so he did not press the point 
further. 

She was beautiful as she rose and crossed to the bath. 
At the door she glanced back, smiling, then vanished. 

Rock found his shorts and put them on. Connie’s 
clothes lay on a chair, slip, panties and bra dropped over 
a simple dress. Nylons lay over high-heeled pumps on the 
floor, and her purse was on the bureau. He parted the 
Venetian blinds and looked outside, seeing a nearly new 
compact parked in front of their unit. He turned back 
and was hunting his cigarettes when he saw the key 
chain, carelessly dropped behind the purse on the dresser. 
He would have ignored it except for the stainless steel 
tag attached to the chain, which he had to turn over to 
read. He smiled at the legend: reward if returned to 

RALPH E. BLEDSOE, 2160 CONGRESS DRIVE. He turned 
quickly away, found the cigarettes on the floor by the bed 
and lit one. 

The shower stopped running and after a moment Connie 
came out, a towel about her hips but with her lovely breasts 
bare and firm. He felt the excitement rise in him and, 
noticing him, she smiled and shook her head, 
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“Don’t tempt me. And hadn’t you better get dressed? We 
must have registered as husband and wife, so we ought 
to leave together. I’ll drop you wherever you want.” 

“Okay.” . , . 
She turned her back while she discarded the towel and 

got into her panties and bra. He grinned at the way a 
woman could be so charmingly abandoned once undressed, 
yet so shy about undressing or dressing before the same 
man who, a few moments before, had shared with her the 
ultimate intimacy. He watched her shake her slip down 
about her, facing him again. She sat on a chair and care¬ 
fully began to draw on her nylons, wary of causing a run. 
He started putting on his own clothes. 

“Last night,” she said, “you mentioned a real estate 

“That’s what I came back about,” he agreed. “Some 
property of my old man’s. He passed on a few months 

ago.” 
She looked up. “You told me. I’m sorry.” 
“We weren’t close. At least, not the last few years.” 
“You said the property was in Terrytown. I’d run you 

out there if I dared.” () 
“Thanks, but first I’ve got to see a lawyer downtown. 
“I’ll drop you off.” She lifted her skirt to adjust a 

garter. “Ready?” 
“I’d never leave, if you’d only stay.” 
She came dose and put her arms around his neck. 

“Don’t make me fall in love with you. It’s going to be hell 
as It is. No, don’t kiss me, or we’ll never leave.” 

Reluctantly, he let her move away from him and pick up 

her purse. - 
They were on the coast highway, Rock realized while 

they drove away from the motel, and across the city from 
Terrytown. Connie drove in silence and he wondered if 
she were undergoing the same emotional struggle he was. 
What had happened between them had been more than a 

one-night stand. 
She let him off downtown with a quick, soft smile, and 

then was gone, he supposed, from his life. 
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In 311 abruptly empty street, Rock felt let down and the 
hot dryness came back to his body, A vague, curiously 
troubled hunch had brought him back to the city—he had 
mistrusted his first unpulse to accept the deal with the 
Terrytown Development Corporation. Yet he had hardly 
stepped from the train yesterday, when he had an even 
stronger feeling that his return had been an error. 

Revived memories of trouble with Harvey Anders and 
the bitter quarrel with Big Mike had been much more 
painful than he had expected. 

He pulled Halleck’s letter from his pocket and checked 
the address—he had only a few blocks to walk. The 
building, when he reached it, proved to be one of the 
older, shabbier downtown structures. A savings and loan 
company occupied the remodeled ground floor, but the 
upper stories were gray and dingy, with the office win¬ 
dows flashily advertising their cheap-john enterprises. 

_ R°ck stopped to light a cigarette. He was, he decided, 
either out of his mind or still drunk to think of accepting 
the fifteen-thousand offer out of hand, without first going to 
Terrytown and looking over the property. His judgment 
was now more mature and experienced than it had been 
when he had left home. Time enough after that to talk 
to this Halleck. 

He turned toward the depot, where he had checked his 
luggage the previous afternoon. 

The cab driver twisted a reedy neck. “You say you 
want to go on through, Mac?” 

“That’s right. A few more blocks.” 
Through the windshield, the double row of aging build¬ 

ings that slid off into the early summer haze told Rock 
that the only change in Terrytown had been for the worse. 
The low building fronts were drab and sooty, the side¬ 
walks cracked and broken, the windows grimy and many 
of them dead. Only the street paving itself was in good 
condition because it was part of the north bank highway. 
Hardly interested, he watched the walks, looking for a 
familiar face, but here, too, the years had made a differ¬ 
ence for he saw only strangers. 
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The driver said, “So you used to live in this hole,” 
“I guess you could call it that,” 
“Where you been?” 
“hfevada ” 
"That’s a long way. What did you do there? Gamble?” 

The guy laughed. , 
“Skinned cat for a construction outfit.” Rock did not teel 

liVft a conversation. They had reached the- cross street 
that led to the Underhill bridge when the light blinked red 
ahead of them and the cab stopped. A service station 
left an opening for him to see across the river to looming 
Finnegan’s Knob. And under it, the new, middle-class dis¬ 
trict where Lisa had lived when he had left town. 

He asked, “Is Harvey Anders still around?” 
The cabbie laughed. “The king? Sure. Still runs the 

town, too. His latest joint’s that fancy place on the Knob, 
over there. Point Vista, he calls it. I take lots of fares up 

A couple of young men, wearing sharply creased slacks 
and loud sport shirts with the tails out, stood on the far 
corner. A girl came from the direction of the bridge, a tall 
buxom blonde with appraising eyes and a practiced jiggle 
of her voluptuous hips. She was a typical Terrytown girl, 
trying to look worldly, hard and tough and probably some¬ 
times succeeding in being just that, if not more. _ 

But Lisa, although she had started as a Terrytown girl, 
had not developed like that. Lisa had been exquisite—a 

vision of dark, slim loveliness. , 
The light changed, the cab moved on. East of the bridge 

approach stood discouraged-looking old houses, many now 
empty, on either side of the street. This was the neighbor¬ 
hood where Rock had lived until his mother had died and 
Big Mike had moved into one of the houseboats below the 
diner. Rock thought of Elaine Carmody, who had been 
the girl next door, and wondered what had become of her. 
He remembered how she had changed suddenly from a 
clean, sweet kid to become the most promiscuous little 

tramp in high school. _ M 
“Up there,” Rock said, “at the road junction. 
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“That diner? Looks like it’s closed, Mac,” 
“I know. But I happen to own it,” 
“That’s different,” the driver said and laughed again. 
The taxi made a left turn and pulled into the crushed- 

rock parking space around the old railroad coach that had 
stood longer than Rock could remember. Rock paid the 
driver and stood there while the cab swung around into 
the traffic. His suitcase at his feet, the river breeze ruffling 
his hair. Rock remained motionless, remembering. There 
was Riggs Road, wider now, swinging north from the 
highway. But eastward, between highway and river, there 
were only ghostly relics of the once-teeming factories from 
which Mike had once drawn a good trade. In recent years 
he had had to make do with drop-in business from the 
highway. 

Rock turned and looked at the diner. Its paint was 
drab and peeled, the blindly staring windows opaque with 
dust and grime. Rock glanced down toward the river. Not 
far below a steep flight of railed steps dropped to a long, 
narrow float. Beyond the float nine old houseboats lay 
ranked like wooden horses at a manger, rotting pilings 
keeping them from bumping each other. Mike had built 
them, and they had brought a good income when the area 
was still thriving. Rock went down the graveled path to 
the stairs, descended and came onto the float. Opposite 
him, a houseboat door opened and a fat woman, her 
scraggly hair tossed by the breeze, came out on the little 
stooplike front deck. She shook a dust mop over the railing, 
her eyes squinting against the sun. Before turning back] 
she looked at Rock with some interest but no recognition. 
He had never seen her before. It had not occurred to him 
that even Mike’s tenants would be other than the ones he 
had known. 

He went on to the end unit, wondering if there would 
still be a key on the jamb over the door, where Mike had 
always left one for his son’s use. The key was there, al¬ 
most buried in dust. Mike had died suddenly of a heart 
attack, and Thomas J. Halleck apparently had not found 
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this key when he took over the estate—if, indeed, he had 
ever been out here at all. 

Rock put the key in his pocket, not testing the rusted 

lock. 
A lonely homecoming, he decided. 
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4 
The voice that came through the receiver was brisk 
“Something’s come up that’ll keep me here a while, Lisa] 
but it shouldn’t take long. I hope you don’t mind.” 

The phone to her ear, Lisa twisted her slim body and 
looked tiredly around the upstairs bedroom. She did mind 
being delayed, especially by her husband, but she said, 
“It’s all right, Casey. It’s a little wife’s duty to sit alone and 
wait for her busy husband.” 

Oh, shove it.” Then, because this was not one of the 
times when he enjoyed annoying her, Casey said quickly, 
‘Tin sorry, darling. I’ll cut it as short as I can. Why not go 
up and visit with your dad, like a good little girl, till I can 
get there?” 

“I’ll wait here.” 

She despised the kind of woman who adjusted every 
detail of her life, her schedule, to her husband’s demands, 
whether justified or not. She hated being called little girl. 
She put down the phone, her frown deepening. 

Casey had started getting on her nerves ever since he 
and her father, absorbed in big new plans, had started dis¬ 
cussing the Garnet property in Terry town in her presence. 
She knew they were using subterfuge to keep Rock Garnet 
from learning the identity of the real buyers. She had heard 
enough to guess that Harvey was bribing a lawyer, hoping 
to acquire the property at a price much less than its true 
value. 

For a long while she had managed to put her longing for 
Rock out of her mind, but she did not like the idea of her 
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father’s duping and cheating Rock, Rock Garnet was the 
one good memory her life had held. In her rebellious mood, 
she wished Casey and Harvey knew what Rock had really 
been to her. How many times she and Rock had made 
love together. She could still remember all the places where 
it had happened, and how often she had been the one to 
invite him. All the different ways they had experimented 
together. Everything, , . 

She resented this delay in the evening, for she was 
dressed and ready to leave the house and wanted to do so 
even if she was not in the least excited over the kind of 
evening it would be. This night would be one of the ways 
in which she catered to her father’s whims—a lifelong habit 
of hers, a charming, ruinous little habit. And catering to 
Harvey was what Casey was doing, too, spending so many 
evenings at Point Vista because Harvey wanted him to 
know and mingle with the right people, men who could 
help him professionally and politically, Casey was Harvey’s 
captive, too, as she was, but he was happier in his bond^ 
age, Casey had moved readily into the Anders’ home after 
the marriage, so Harvey would not have to part with his 
daughter. And Lisa knew that Casey, when the time came, 
would move even more readily into Harvey’s shoes. 

She lighted a cigarette, looking about with restless eyes. 
The room annoyed her. It was both spacious and pleasant, 
but it was now shared by Casey and represented all that 
living intimately with him meant. She sauntered to the wall 
mirror and stood gazing at her full-length reflection. She 
needed no modesty about her figure—full breasts but not 
too large, sloping hips that had cradled no man before 
Rock, and none since Casey, her husband—although many 
others had wished to enjoy her charms. The face above the 
body was moody and unhappy, but she knew it to be 

beautiful. 
She went to the window and looked out at the last of the 

warm June day, beyond the other houses to the river and 
across to Terrytown, She could see on the east edge the old 
moorings that she had looked at so often when Rock had 
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lived there, before her father and Ms father had driven 
him out of her life. 

Would she have been happier if she had eloped with 
Rock when he had left town, as he had begged her to do? 
Probably not Anyway some time before Rock had left for 
Nevada she had changed her mind about marrying him, 
as she had once wanted so desperately to do. The change 
had come, probably, in the expensive boarding school to 
which Harvey sent her, where she had been thrown with 
smart, hard girls with smart, hard views. There she had 
absorbed the prevalent idea that it did not matter how one 
acquired money so long as one acquired it. 

When she returned to Underhill, she had not intended 
to see Rock again. The attraction, she had convinced her¬ 
self, was nothing but childish folly compounded with 
animal magnetism. For weeks after her homecoming she 
had managed to evade Rock until one fateful day while 
near the river, she had seen him water-skiing. One look at 
his tanned, strong and supple body had charged her again 
with the old, wild excitement. She had known she would 
be unable to rest until once more she experienced what 
they had known together before. So she had managed a 
casual encounter, which had led to a crazy, intoxicated 
summer of secret meetings. And then Harvey had caught 
on. . . 

She did not realize how much time she had given to 
reliving the past until she heard Casey’s steps on the stairs. 
She was staring blankly at the door when he came in, 
dark and tanned and much too good-looking, in his brown 
gabardine tailored suit. 

“Hi, darling/* he said, quite pleasantly in view of her 
temper on the phone. *T finished up sooner than I ex¬ 
pected.** His eyes remained on her, a smile forming on his 
lips. “Well. No wonder you were impatient for me to get 
here.” 

Understanding entered her mind with a shock while he 
strode briskly forward, peeling off his jacket and tossing it 
on the bed. Her long, intimate thoughts of Rock had ex¬ 
cited her physically and she had stared at Casey with this 
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look, and he had mistaken its cause* She nearly turned 
away when he caught her in his arms, then she thought. 
Why not? Casey had never excited her like this and in this 
state she might find with him what she had never found in 
their marriage. 

She gave a nervous laugh when he swung her toward 
the bed. “Casey. Fm all dressed to go out.’* 

“Who cares? When I see a need, I fill it.” 
The credit he had taken on himself had become a potent 

stimulant to him. They fell across the bed, and he took her 
there without undressing, and for a moment she responded 
with a pounding heart. But that was all. A few breaths 
later it was the same old thing, an interlude of suffocating 
nothingness. But her thoughts had so aroused her that, this 
time, Casey did not hurt her. Since he rarely thought of 
anything but his own cycle, he was soon spent. 

He rose with a laugh, finished undressing and went in to 
shower. She lay where she was, musing on the fact that her 
desire was still there, the excitement caused by her image 
of Rock still untouched by Casey. She wanted Rock 
now, in her arms, sending her into the old delirium of de¬ 
light. She rose, frightened by her thoughts, and removed 
her clothes. Lighting a cigarette, she went to the window 
and looked across to Terrytown again, while she waited for 
the shower so she could dress anew. Then, she thought, 
they would report to her father at Point Vista. ,. 

It was dark when Casey parked their car behind the 
building, pulling into the space beside Harvey’s Cadillac. 
They went along a corridor to the door of Harvey’s inner 
sanctum. There Casey bent and listened, then shook his 
head. 

“I guess we’d better eat,” he decided. “Harvey’s got 
somebody in there, and he doesn’t like interruptions.” 

They went into the smartly appointed foyer. But the 
he ad waiter saw and signaled them covertly, and it pleased 
Casey much more than it did Lisa to be taken immedi¬ 
ately to a choice table by the best-view window. The same 
thing happened each time they came here. 

Seated in the well-filled dining room, Casey ordered 
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martinis and lighted her cigarette, his face showing he was 
still exhilarated from their quick intimacy, from what he 
still thought to have been his achievement. Lisa barely 
glanced at her husband, then sat looking out the window 
at a city lost now except for an immense crosshatchmg of 
lights. Later they would go to the Zebra Room for 
more drinks and the floor show, and Casey would neglect 
her to talk with people deserving cultivation. There was a 
new comedian, she remembered, one who had been on 
the Ed Sullivan show. She hoped he could make her 
laugh. 

They were eating dessert when she saw her father come 
into the large room and make his way to them. 

“Why didn't you check in?” he asked Casey. 
Often Harvey took a top sergeant's attitude with his 

son-in-law, probably to show how completely he owned 
him. 

“We stopped at your door, Harvey. Sounded as if you 
were tied up.” 

“With a man I want you to meet. Come along if you 
like, Lisa, but it will bore you. The man's an upstate 
politico.” 

“Thanks,” Lisa said with a grimace. “Ill wait here. Or 
in the bar, Casey.” 

Casey had not finished dessert but he rose and followed 
his father-in-law out of the room, Lisa got a cigarette 
from her bag and smoked while she finished her coffee. At 
last she grew bored with looking idly out the window or 
watching the tense, animated people about her. She rose 
and went to the bar. The crowd there had thinned out, 
drawn in for dinner or to the night dub to make sure of 
tables for the show. 

And then she was staring in amazed disbelief at a man 
coming toward her. Had Rock materialized out of the 
thoughts still lurking on the dark edges of her mind? 
Certainly this was someone who resembled him with un¬ 
canny closeness, A man in a dark suit and white shirt, 
with a maturity and poise Rock had not possessed as she 
remembered him. Yet her pulse pounded in her ears while 

34 



he came on, his eyes fixed squarely on her. He carried a 
drink, which suggested that he had been seated at the bar 
when she came in. 

He said, “Hello, Lisa.” 
“Rock.” She was nearly crying. 
“Mind if I join you?” 
She shook her head, swallowed. “What are you doing 

here?” 
“I thought I might find you.” He sat down across from 

her, smiling slightly, watching her. “I hope you don’t 
mind. I wanted to see you very much. You’re as lovely as 
ever. Lovelier, I guess.” Noticing her rings, he said softly, 
“Do I know the lucky man?” 

She shook her head and found her voice, finally. “He— 
came here after you left. Rock.” 

“Well, I wish you both happiness.” 
He should have hated her as he did Harvey, for she had 

been too small, too cheap to go away with him, quailing 
and submissive to Harvey when he had caught her half 
undressed in Rock’s arms. "I know, Rock. Are you back 

to stay?” 
“No. There’s a little business I have to attend to. My 

dad’s property. He died a while back.” 
“I read about it.” Her voice had grown steadier. “I’m 

sorry.” 
“We weren’t in touch. I didn’t hear about it till a lawyer 

traced me.” 
She knew why he and Big Mike had not been in touch. 

When Harvey had found her with Rock, Harvey had gone 
crazy, unable to stand the thought of his daughter’s in¬ 
timacy with the son of a man who had once been his 
business rival. A frail man physically, Harvey had hired 
Terrytown toughs to give Rock a brutal beating. Then the 
same hoodlums had forced their way into Mike's diner 
and reduced it to a shambles. For his part, Mike had never 
had any use for Harvey and his hatred had automatically 
extended to Harvey’s daughter. Old Mike then had turned 
on Rock in a fury because of his son’s obsession with the 
“Anders bitch.” 
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Rock's anger at that description had resulted in a quarrel 
and breach that was never healed in Mike's lifetime. Rock 
had told her the full story before he left town—when he 
had begged her to go with him-—and at this moment, 
watching his face, Lisa wished she had. 

She heard herself ask, “When did you get iu?” 
“Yesterday, but I just came out to Terrytown this 

afternoon.” 
“You're staying at the old houseboat?” 
“Sure.” He smiled. “Dad's old place. It used to be my 

home, too, you know. Some development outfit wants to 
buy the property, I decided to take another look before I 
let it go.” 

She knew so much better than he what that development 
outfit was, a facade for her father and her husband. But 
the device had uses beyond merely deceiving Rock be¬ 
cause he would not sell the land if he knew who was behind 
the corporation. Disguised as slum clearance and urban 
renewal, the project would help Casey politically. Neither 
of them, of course, cared a plugged nickel for the future 
of Terrytown. Harvey wanted the Garnet property for his 
own use. 

Impulsively she said, “Don't let it go for peanuts. Rock, 
just because they call it a blighted area.” 

“I've had a pretty fair offer—better than I had ex¬ 
pected.” 

“Well,—don't sign anything till you’re sure you want 
to.” 

She felt better, although she was painfully aware of a 
disloyalty to her father. 

Quietly Rock said, “You know something, Lisa, What 
is it?” 

“I know nothing,” she denied quickly. 
But she did know all about Harvey’s ambitious plans for 

the establishment to be called Shore Acres. This would be 
another Point Vista, larger and more luxurious, to rise 
where the old diner stood, A swank marina would replace 
those awful old houseboats, profitably servicing the heavy 
river traffic* now that small boating had become so vastly 
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popular. Also, to fill the remaining ground of the property, 
there would be a plush motel, comprised of cottages along 
the bank of the river, above and below the marina and 
restaurant. Shore Acres was by far the biggest thing 
Harvey had tackled and he would build up the rest of 
the blighted district only to protect his investment. 

Rock rose to bis feet. “I’m glad I saw you, Lisa. Running 
into you here was a long chance, but it paid off.” 

“It was no coincidence,” she said, “I’m here nearly every 
evening.” 

And at once Lisa regretted saying what she had. 
Rock might be encouraged to return—and another meet¬ 
ing might be the worst thing that could happen to them 
both. 

Rock asked, “By the way, what ever happened to Elaine 
Carmody? I was wondering when I came through our old 
neighborhood this afternoon.” 

She felt herself flush. Elaine was another of her old 
associates her father had driven away. She shook her head. 

“I’ve seen her here a few times, but at a distance. She 

avoids me.” 
Lisa waited a few minutes after Rock had gone, then 

hurried through the foyer and went into her father’s 
office. Harvey and Casey were there alone. They looked up 
at her and smiled. 

“I was about to send Casey to get you,” Harvey said 
expansively. “I want you to see the finished drawings for 
Shore Acres. 1 got them from the architects today." 

A curious thrill ran through her as she said coolly, 
“Don’t be too sure they’re worth what they cost you. I just 
talked to Rock Garnet.” 

Harvey lifted staring eyes to her. Casey’s mouth opened. 
Casey knew that a balky Rock could ruin the plan—but 
Harvey must have suspected that Rock had been Lisa s 
secret love for a longtime. 
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5 
At the end of a narrow hallway, Rock found the black 
lettering on the door he was looking for: 

THOMAS J, HALLECK 

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 

He stepped into the anteroom. There was no one at the 
little desk* After a couple of minutes’ waiting, he started to 
take a chair, but at that moment an inside door swung 
open. The man who stood there was tall, not young and 
not old, a man with shrewd eyes and a locked face. He 
glanced at the vacant desk, then at Rock, apologetically. 

“Sorry* I didn’t know she was out I’m Tom Halleck, 
What can I do for you?” 

“Fm Rock Garnet,” 
The lawyer’s eyes widened. He smiled and offered his 

hand, 
“Glad to see you, although I hardly expected to. Come 

in,” He led the way into an inner office. Waving Rock to a 
chair, he sat down at the desk, “So this is why I didn’t get 
a reply to my letter,” He was trying to seem pleased by the 
visit, but something bothered him, 

“They talk about not buying a pig in a poke, I decided to 
switch it, and not sell without knowing what I’m letting go 
and why,” 

Halleck’s glance was narrow, “Always advisable,” he 
agreed, “I just assumed you wouldn’t want to make so 
long a trip. Have you come to any conclusions?” 

“Not definitely.” Rock shrugged, “But an inspection 
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didn’t inspire me with the idea the property’s worth a 
fortune. Your letter said it had been left to me. It didn't 
say if that’s all there was in the estate.” 

“Substantially,” Halleck said. “There was a small sum 
of cash to cover the cost of probate, court fees, outstand¬ 
ing bills, executor’s fee and so forth. The bills have been 
paid, but that’s as far as we could go till we’d located you 
so the probate can be closed.” His face had begun to de¬ 
frost. “The people who made an oSer between my two let¬ 
ters want an option as quickly as possible so they can go 
ahead with their planning.” 

“And you think it’s a good deal?” 
“I’d say the best you’ll get. I had to inventory the estate 

assets. The appraiser I used evaluated the real estate at 
only a little over ten thousand. Considerably under the fif¬ 
teen this development corporation’s offering.” 

“It sure is. Why are they willing to go so much higher?” 
“They have to make it attractive, not only to you but to 

the other owners in the area, because they’re trying to put 
together a package to cover the whole slum area in 
Terry town. They want to avoid haggling, with all the ex¬ 
pense and time that entails. They want to complete the 
options before the thing’s been publicized, which always 
brings on a gouging reaction among owners.” 

The proposition sounded valid to Rock, and he won¬ 
dered if he had let Lisa’s veiled warning worry him un¬ 
duly. “Okay if I look at their option?” he asked. 

Halleck seemed on the point of offering an excuse, then 
changed his mind and went into the outer office. Rock 
heard a file open and close. When Halleck came back, 
he held a paper which he extended impassively. 

The form was a straightforward ninety-day option for a 
consideration of a thousand dollars. The contract was be¬ 
tween Halleck as Rock’s attorney and executor of Mike’s 
estate, on the one hand; the other party was the Terry- 
town Development Corporation, Casey Farrell, agent. 

“Who’s Farrell?” Rock asked. 
“A very competent young man.” Halleck promptly 
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named a number of similar projects that had been carried 
through under Farrell’s management. 

Rock climbed to his feet, handing the paper back to 
Halleck. “By the way, I found my dad’s old Ford in the 
shed out there and the keys in the house, X took the 
liberty of using the jalopy and staying in the houseboat. 
Okay?” 

“Sure, I forgot to mention that his personal property 
went to you. Now, how about the option?” 

“I’ll let you know.” 
“The developers have reaUy got the heat on me” 
“Well, they’re not going to withdraw the offer if they’ve 

got to have the land, X just want to be sure what a fair price 
is for the property/’ 

The aged Ford was on a parking lot on the edge of the 
business district. Rock got it and crossed the river via a 
downtown bridge and was soon on the straight chute to 
Terrytown. The street showed little change since the days 
when he had lived in the district, and he fell to thinking 
of the early times. Again he wondered about Elaine, 
strangely, the only one besides Lisa he felt a real desire to 
see again. He was hungry and when he saw a wayside tav¬ 
ern he turned off. He had a hamburger and coffee, and be¬ 
fore he left the place he went over to a phone booth and 
looked in the directory. 

He had not expected to accomplish much, yet there 
was an Elaine Carmody listed at the Vista Tower, a new 
luxury apartment house in Underhill, But would a girl as 
attractive as Elaine still be single, and how had she come 
up in the world to afford quarters like that? He concluded 
the listing must be another girl of the same name. 

He shrugged and left the tavern, yet when he came into 
Terrytown he was still curious enough to check it out, so he 
crossed the bridge to Underhill, He parked and was an¬ 
gling across to the building entrance when he saw a girl in 
a Corvette lean forward to start the engine. When she 
straightened, he grinned broadly and hurried, 

“Wait a minute, Elaine!” 
Her first reaction was a frown, as if she were In a 
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hurry. But when he came up beside the car, a smile 
suddenly lightened her face, which was even prettier than 
he had remembered. 

“Why—Rock. Hello.” 
She shut off the engine, slid across the seat and got out. 

“If you hadn’t called my name,” she said warmly, holding 
out her hands, “I wouldn’t have known you, Rock. It’s 
been so long. How are you?” 

“Fine, and you look wonderful, Elaine. But you were 
going some place. Important?” 

“I’m afraid so,” she said ruefully. “Or I’d break the date 
in a minute.” 

“Some lucky guy,” he teased. “I thought you’d be 
married long ago.” - 

“I’m not,” she said, a sudden sharpness in her voice. 
“And not about to be. Are you?” 

“N°.” 
She smiled strangely. “Have you seen Mrs. Farrell?” 

“Who?” 
“Lisa. Didn’t you know she’s married?” 
“She told me when I saw her a moment last night, 

without mentioning the new name. Would she be Mrs. 

Casey Farrell?” 
“Yes. You know him?” 
“Heard of him. Well, Elaine, I won’t keep you, but 

we’ve got to get together. I’ll call you one of these evenings. 

Okay?” 
“You’d better not forget to, but I should warn you. I m 

out a lot in the evenings.” 
“Moonlighting job?” 
“That’s right,” she agreed, smiling. 
He let her go and walked back to his own car in deep 

thought. The dark shadow of doubt in his mind had swelled 
to a black cloud of suspicion. Harvey Anders was involved 
in this development thing somewhere, and one thing Rock 
guessed—Harvey did not go in for altruistic civic improve¬ 
ment. Rock was grateful to Lisa for her thinly veiled 
warning to him, even without making open accusations. 
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Perhaps she thought that Harvey had already taken him 
far enough up the garden path. 

Rock knew he would stay here until he got to the bottom 
of this mystery, so be stopped at a market on his way 
home and stocked up on groceries. He called the tele¬ 
phone company and ordered the houseboat phone con¬ 
nected. Before driving on to the moorage, he stopped at 
the Terrytown bank and put through a draft for the 
money he had on deposit in a Reno bank. He wished he 
had driven here so he could have his own car, but the 
trip had been long and he had decided on the train. 

That afternoon he went into the old diner for the first 
time since his return. The equipment was still there, but 
dust had settled on everything. The trapped air bad turned 
stale. The place was a far cry from the pleasant restaurant 
he remembered from the old days. 

In its present condition, the diner was all but worthless, 
and so were the rickety old hulls floating on the water be¬ 
low. The real estate location had the only intrinsic value. 
But with the area rebuilt with modern buildings and enter¬ 
prises, Anders would have a very good thing indeed for one 
of his smart luxury restaurants. 

That evening Rock sat on the after deck of the house¬ 
boat, a can of beer beside bim and a cigarette in his hand 
while he stared moodily across the river. Directly ahead 
was the wooded, dusk-shadowed mass of Lovers Island. 
Once he had taken Lisa there in a canoe and they had 
made long, abandoned love in the grass under the trees. 
Beyond the island, on the far river bank, the streets of 
Underhill rose steeply toward the lavish estates of the 
Heights behind Finnegan’s Knob. He could make out the 
angular modernistic shape of Elaine’s apartment house and 
he wondered again how she could afford to live there. 

About an hour after dark he heard a sharp rapping at 
the shore end of the houseboat cabin. It was followed by a 
woman’s voice calling his name. 

Lisa. A sudden thrill shot through him. 
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He rushed through the dark cabin, not bothering to 
turn on a light and saw her slim, shadowy shape on the 
little front deck. She was wearing a light sleeveless dress. 

“Hello, Lisa,” he said, his voice tight. 
She stepped inside and said nervously, “No, no lights. I 

can only stay a minute. I wish you hadn’t come back, Rock. 
But now that you’re here. I’ve got to talk to you. For 
longer than tonight.” 

“Where?” 
“Do you remember Buff Beach?" 
He would never forget it for he and Lisa had given the 

remote place its name, when they had swum there naked. 

“Of course.” 
“Be there tomorrow. About two.” 
She turned to leave. He ached to take her in his arms, to 

hold her once more. He spoke her name and stepped to¬ 

ward her. 
“No, Rock.” She slipped out and hurried off. 
He returned to his chair on the after deck, his body 

singing with the old, revived desire—a physical compul¬ 
sion if not one of heart and mind. Where did time leave 
off and timelessness begin? 

There had been one night after Harvey had moved 
to his expensive home in Underhill, after Lisa had re¬ 
turned from school. He had known she was trying to for¬ 
get him, but wanting her desperately, he had left this same 
houseboat, dressed in dark slacks and shirt and a pair of 

old sneaks. 
A little after midnight he had driven his old jalopy 

across the bridge, through sleeping Underhill, and parked 
near her home, well aware that her father habitually did 
not leave his restaurant until closing time, at three. Rock 
had made his way into the landscaped grounds of the 
Anders mansion. He had stood silently in the shrubbery, 
looking up at the window he knew was hers, above the 
roof of a side porch. His gaze had then swung to the tree 
whose overhanging limb thrust close to the porch roof. In a 
few moments he had climbed the tree and crouched on 
the roof, his attention fixed on the open window of Lisa’s 
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room. He had crept up the easy pitch, and had whispered 
her name. 

He had waited until Lisa’s nigbtgowned figure had ap¬ 
peared from the dark interior. 

She had whispered in tight dismay, “What are you 
doing here?” 

“Let me in and you’ll find out.” 
“But my father’s here—you know how he feels 

about us.” 
“Let me in.” 
For a breath she had remained motionless. Then she had 

whispered urgently, “All right. But be quiet.” Later she had 
whispered, “You fool—you fool!” 

Yet he had sensed the wild, trembling eagerness in her. 
He had moved toward her, his hands feeling the warm, 

soft body under the gossamer doth. His palms had run 
caressingly down the concavity of her back. He had heard 
her half-stifled sob, then her arms had crept up and locked 
around his neck. She had pulled his mouth down to 
hers. Her body had sagged against his as she had drawn 
him to her bed. A sound, primitive and intense, had come 
from her as they had united. 

It had lacked an hour of daylight, he remembered, when 
he had found his clothes in the darkness, had dressed and 
slipped away. 

Rock spent the next morning getting settled and 
cleaned up, the houseboat and its memories were pleasant 
to live with. By midmorniog the phone was connected and 
at noon Rock ate a salami sandwich and had a cup of 
coffee, impatient to be in the Ford and driving to his 
meeting with Lisa. He was on his way earlier than he had to 
be, curiousjy reliving his adolescence. Everything he saw 
seemed to tie in with his early love for Lisa—the mountains 
that cut the coast from the inland valleys, making green 
masses against the sky, even the lumber and paper mills 
and finally the foothills where he swung off onto a road 
screened by a thick growth of trees and brush. Anticipa- 
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tion wanned him as he came to a concealed backwater of 
the river. He pulled into the shade of a massive, familiar 
willow and cut the engine. He lighted a cigarette, smiling 
as he recalled the first time he and Lisa had found this 
little slackwater beach. 

They bad kicked off their shoes and walked along the 
sand, then suddenly and without a word they had begun 
to undress. A moment later they had been laughing and 
splashing in the water. 

For the first time he had seen Lisa nude. Before they 
reached hip depth, she had made her impression on him 
and, noticing, had laughed in delight. He had gone streak¬ 
ing after her and she had led him a fast chase through the 
water. Tiring of that, she had headed in toward the beach 
where he had caught her. The pursuit had carried both of 
them to new extremes of excitement until he had fallen 
upon her and she had stopped laughing and had awaited 

him... .. 
Of all the places they had made love, he thought, this 

one must still stand out in her memory. 
He had smoked a second cigarette when, attracted by 

the sound of an approaching car, he twisted in the seat and 
flung a glance toward the screened road above. In a mo¬ 
ment he saw Lisa drive slowly over the bumpy road, noting 
that she still had a taste for expensive convertibles. She 
stopped in the shade of the willows. 

She wore a scarf and sunglasses and a white sleeveless 
blouse and said, “Hi,” much too casually to fit this senti¬ 
mental rendezvous. He smiled and opened her car door. 
Her skirt was a light-blue cotton, small-waisted, bouffant. 
Her legs were brown and bare, and she wore thonged 
sandals. She was almost the high school girl who had led 
him on the amorous pursuit that far-off day, right on 
this same beach, but not quite. Now Rock sensed a glisten¬ 
ing, smart, emotionally hardened quality to her that had 
never been evident in the younger Lisa. 

She removed the sunglasses and remarked casually, 
“Isn’t that your father’s car?” 

“Yes. Yours makes it look pretty shabby.” 
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“Still sensitive, aren’t you?” She smiled up at him, looked 
around and said in a pleased voice, “Why, this place 
hasn’t changed a bit” 

“But you have*” 
“Weil—you have, too,” 
She turned to him and his arms swept about her and so 

much was unchanged—lips hungry and seeking nourish¬ 
ment, arms constricting, bodies bursting with desire de¬ 
manding outlet, Lisa’s arms were over his shoulders, and 
his hands remembered. The rest of him remembered also— 
her thighs pressing his were familiar. Her warm mouth 
pressed to his may have expressed a more perfect blending. 
The intoxicating smell of her hair had not changed. 

For one surging moment, it seemed that nothing could 
stop the clock. For an instant. Rock thought, time had 
vanished for both of them* But when he took a more 
aggressive turn, she moved her head until only her cheek 
was against his lips. He felt her tremble. 

“Stop.” She looked up, her brown eyes soft with desire. 
“I want to pick up where we left off. I wanted to last 
night at your place. 1 wanted to when 1 first saw you at 
Point Vista, But the situation’s even more explosive than 
it was before you went away. Pm a married woman—and 
partly Fm married to the town and what my father means 
to it,” She pulled away. “Let’s sit by the shore.” 

He stood trembling, watching her walk down to the 
water’s edge, waiting until the memories began to die down 
in him. When she dropped ©n the sand, he came and sat 
beside her. She had removed her sandals. 

“I shouldn’t have met you here again,” she said. 
“But I first got used to breaking the rules with you. Rock. 
I guess I had to prove to myself that you hadn’t forgotten 
me completely,” 

“Now you know,” 
She smiled. “And you know, too,” 
“If you don’t love this Farrell, why did you marry him?” 
“It was the most practical solution. You’re the only 

man I ever loved. Rock, And you’re the only other one 
who has known me. Right now, Fm tempted to repeat.” 
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“Good place to repeat.” 
“Rock.” She looked at him wistfully. “Look at it 

sensibly. My father had you beaten up when we got caught 
together. But that was before I was married. If we be¬ 
came involved again Harvey might kill you—and get away 

with it.” 
“So that’s the pitch—legalized murder.” 
She looked at him, startled. “I hadn’t thought of it that 

way.” 
Rock lighted cigarettes. “Why does your father want the 

property?” 
“To build a restaurant, marina and motel—Shore Acres. 

While Casey wants to ingratiate himself with the local 
politicos by developing the whole area.” 

“Meanwhile,” Rock said dryly, “protecting your fa¬ 
ther’s investment by improving its surroundings.” 

“That’s right. What’s wrong with the program—as long 
as they don’t make a fool out of you?” 

“I’m not a fool. A marina,” he mused. ‘Tm not sure 

just what that is.” 
“Sort of a water service station for the boating crowd. 

Gas, oil, repairs, rest rooms and refreshments. Only this 

one is to be de luxe.” 
“Not a bad idea,” Rock mused. “Not bad at all.” 
“Are you going to build one?” 
“No, but Harvey Anders is not the only one who might 

want to.” 
“Oh, beat him to it. Rock!” she cried. “Beat both of 

them.” tt 
He turned to her urgently. “I want to beat Casey Farrell 

right now.” 
“You could. Maybe you have already. But it s like the 

deal—let’s be sure we know what we’re doing first.” Bend¬ 
ing, she stabbed her cigarette into the sand, lifted her feet 
and rubbed away the clinging grains. She slipped her toes 
into her sandals and held out her band. 

“You’re going so soon?” he protested. 
“Before 1 forget I’m supposed to be having my hair 

done, and I’ve run out of time.” 
47 



He rose and helped her up. She brushed the sand from 
the backside of her skirt, reminding him of how well he 
knew those lovely, hidden cushions. But she was right 
about the vastly increased danger of renewing their re¬ 
lationship. He could not ask her to put herself in peril. 
It would be rotten to sweep her into a nasty situation after 
her admission that he could, here and now, make love to 
her if he tried. 

They walked up to her car, where she stopped for a mo¬ 
ment before sliding in behind the wheel. She looked up at 
him wistfully. “What we had was special, Rock. We’d be 
fools to think we could ever have it again.” 

Then he stood watching her car fade into the foliage. He 
knew that there would be—that there had to be—one 
more time. 

Even for fools. 
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6 
Returning from Buff Beach, Rock on impulse turned 
left over the bridge, then drove on to Underhill. When he 
parked on the main thoroughfare, he saw the full complex 
of a high-class, high-priced shopping and business center. 

The office of Casey Farrell, across the street from where 
Rock parked, shared a modern, set-back building with a 
title company, a law firm and a savings and loan associa¬ 
tion. Rock lighted a cigarette, seeing nothing through Far¬ 
rell’s office window but a girl on the telephone and an¬ 
other busily occupied at an electric typewriter. 

He had told himself, when he had crossed the river, 
that he wanted only to probe deeper into the curious y 
obscure offer for Mike’s property from the Terrytown De¬ 
velopment Corporation. Yet there had been more motive 
than that, much more. Rock was curious about the man 
whose wife he had known as intimately as if she had been 
his own wife. Lisa had hinted at the chance of continuing 
their youthful affair if Rock remained long in the city. 
Was the reason to be found in her husband? 

Rock left the car. _ . 
The office he entered was the compact, lightly staffed 

place needed by a man who sold personal services rather 
than a product. The girl on the telephone looked up, smil¬ 
ing slightly, then continued talking. 

The other girl stopped typing. “May I help you? she 

3skcd< 
“I’d like to see Mr. Farrell.” 
“You have an appointment?” 
“I think he’ll see me,” Rock said. He gave his name. 
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The girl pressed an intercom button, spoke into tbe box 
and looked up at him again, “Go right in, Mr. Garnet” 

Opening the inside door, Rock saw a man of his own age 
rise from behind the desk, his dark, toohandsome face 
creased in a smile. He was shorter than Rock, and he had 
paid a tailor well to fit that jacket so perfectly to his wide 
shoulders. Rock did not know if Farrell’s looks, manner, 
the deal, or the woman that linked them was what made 
him dislike the man immediately. 

Well, hello. Garnet,” Casey said, coming forward and 
holding out his hand. “Glad to see you. Sit down.” He 
motioned to a chair by the desk. 

Rock sat down and looked at Farrell. His dark good 
looks, his suavity and obvious habit of aggression, Rock 
recognized, would appeal to a woman. And deep’in the 
man’s eyes was a hint of something that Anders would like, 
the glimmer of a hard callous selfishness, a complete dis¬ 
regard for the rights or feelings of others. 

“Tom Halleck told me he’d explained our offer,” Farrell 
said. “If there’s more you want to know about us, fire the 
questions.” 

He smiled disarmingly. If Lisa had not explained the 
dummy corporation. Rock believed he might have been 
taken in by Farrell’s facade of honesty and sincerity. 

Rock said, “From what Halleck tells me, your outfit’s 
made up of fine, civic-minded people. But Halleck didn’t 
say who they are,” 

“I’m not at liberty to divulge any names till they’re 
ready to announce it,” Farrell said ruefully. “The corpora¬ 
tion’s only a paper thing so far. If it can get the options it 
wants, it’ll fly, otherwise it won’t get off the ground. But I 
can tell you this—these people have a real unselfish interest 
in the prosperity and growth of this city and the fine folks 
who live here.” 

“Can you tell me the scope of the project, then?” Rock 
pressed. 

Farrell said readily, “In general terms. We’re trying to 
meet the challenge of outmoded areas like Terrytown and 
find new uses for them. It’s especially interesting to me, 
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since I specialize in urban and suburban development. 
City planning was my college major and my work since has 
been in that area. It’s a new age, you know, with the 
population explosion and the industrial and commerci 
exodus to the suburbs and exurbs. ^ t 

That was glib, knowing, but said little. Going along 
with it. Rock said sagely, "I’d hate to see oldTeriytown 
go out of the picture. But it’s run down a lot in just the last 

five years.” ... , .. 
Farrell nodded. “And if something isn’t done along the 

lines we propose, Terry town will be a slum. That’s some¬ 
thing you property owners have got to think about, too. 
Take yours, for example. The old diner’s^ empty, and 
who wants to buy it as such or even rent it? I’d say the in¬ 
come from those old houseboats can’t do more than pay die 
taxes and upkeep, if that. And what would happen m the 
case of a fire in that section? I know you can t buy insur¬ 
ance on anything as hazardous as that setup.” 

When Rock nodded agreement, Farrell grew expansive. 
“It’ll get worse,” he warned. “Unless, of course, the prop¬ 
erty and its entire environment are improved on a grand 
scale. That’s sometimes accomplished through the federal 
government’s urban renewal program. The other ways 
through a combination of private experts and investors. 
The smile again. “I don’t know your politics, but I m for 
private enterprise every time.” , .. 

“Your people are professional investors? Rock asked. 
Hastily, Farrell said, “Only in the sense that they re 

financing the undertaking. What they want is to attract 
outside capital, which is the only real growth. They 11 be 
happy to get back promotion costs. Don’t get the idea they 
mean to buy cheap and sell dear. n 

“Or that I’m in a position to squeeze you.” 
“Well yes.” Farrell frowned at him. “If one owner did, 

they all would, and the project would be out the window.” 
“Are the other offers in scale with the one youve 

made me?” 
Farrell nodded. “And all were made as generous as 
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possible because they’re final. We haven’t time to hassle 
and horse-trade.*’ 65 

Rock said gently, “Let’s face it, Farrell. The Garnet 
property’s special. And it deserves special consideration.” 

Farrell learned forward, his face hard. "Why?” 
“There’s no other place in the city, let alone in the 

Terrytown district, where the fork of two busy highways 
is within a stone’s throw of a busy river. There’s no other 
unified property that has both highway and river frontage. 
That’s what I think you experts call high accessibility! 
which is worth plenty to the types of business that depend 
on it.” * 

Farrell rubbed his hand over his mouth, his eyes 
shrewdly suspicious. Softly, he said, “Am I to take it that 
you’re boosting your price?” 

“Only because I have a disinclination to let somebody 
else realize the true value of that property.” 

“What’s your idea of its true value?” 
“Fifty thousand, give or take a little.” 
“Great God,” Farrell said with a derisive snort. “Who’d 

pay that kind of money?” 
“Anyone wanting a location with a heavy traffic expo¬ 

sure. As a random example, Harvey Anders, your wife’s 
father. The kind of place he runs would be popular with 
the boating crowd. And that would be a dividend on the 
usual automobile trade.” 

Farrell tried to laugh. “For God’s sake, man. That 
crummy section’s about the last place on earth Harvey 
Anders would consider for one of his places.” 

“He might consider it if the surroundings were built up 
enough to protect the investment." 

They aren’t built up yet,” Farrell snapped. “And if we 
run into many more like you, they won’t be.” He was 
thoughtful a moment, then said with difficulty, “You seem 
to have the idea that the corporation’s after a fast buck, 
and you couldn’t be more wrong. If we can get the land 
required without being forced to pay prohibitive prices 
we’ll make every effort to restore Terrytown and give it a 
new lease on life. I don’t know what made you mention 
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Harvey unless it’s the fact that he’s my father-in-law, has 
money, and re known to be a progressive man. But he has 
nothing to do with our proposal. He told me just yesterday 
that I’d lose my shirt if I put money into it. He could be 
right, you know. It’s just our faith in the future of this city 
that makes us willing to take the gamble.” 

“Simmer down, Farrell,” Rock said mildly. “I’m just 
leery of selling land my father loved with no idea of 
what’s going to be done to it. I don’t want to discover too 
late that it’s something he wouldn’t like. Or that the prop¬ 
erty has somehow doubled in value before it reaches the 
eventual owner.” 

“Yours is one of the few properties we have left to 
option, because it took Tom Halleck so long to locate you. 
It’s the only parcel we must have, actually, for it links 
sections we’ve already lined up. And I must say, Garnet, 
it’s the first time we’ve run into suspicions like yours.” 

“Why not call it prudence?” 
Farrell looked away for a moment, then back. “Okay. 

I’ll have you meet my people and form your own judg¬ 
ment of their intentions. I’ve got to be away the next cou¬ 
ple of days, but as soon as I get back, I’ll set it up.” 

“Fine,” Rock said. “I’ll appreciate it.” 
Farrell brought the smile back to his face and offered 

his hand. 
Rock left with the knowledge that he had delivered a 

belly blow and he liked the feeling it gave him. Casey 
Farrell was too glib and accomplished a liar not to be com¬ 
pletely corrupt. That made him one with Harvey Anders, 
and equally guilty of the lawless violence that had once got 
Rock Garnet brutally beaten and that had wrecked Mike’s 
diner. Whatever guilt Rock had felt about the tryst 
with Lisa that afternoon was wiped out by this insight into 
the man she had married. The scruples he had felt about 
another meeting, with its possibility for a greater inti¬ 
macy, had vanished. 

But he had gone pretty far in bringing Anders’ name 
into it, he realized, and he wondered if Farrell or her 
father would suspect Lisa of betrayal. He did not believe it 
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likely. Rock knew her too well to think she would have 
confessed her past with him to the man she married. 
Anders would not have divulged his daughter’s youthful 
misstep to his prospective son-in-law. And surely Lisa 
would not let her father guess that now there might be a 
resumption of that doubly dangerous liaison. 

Restlessly he decided not to return home and continued 
along Underhill’s business street, ignoring the Terrytown 
bridge. Not wanting to get caught in the bumper-to-bumper 
traffic, for it was after five o’clock, Rock turned left and 
followed the coast highway artery through the south side 
of the city, which rose gradually to the Colby Hills. This 
was the narrower dimension of the city, and he was soon 
in the winding canyon that led up to the south plains. 

At the summit. Skyline Road cut across at right angles, 
a winding pleasure drive, which he took along the ridge 
crest, and in another ten minutes came to a stop on the 
magnificent prominence over the sea called the Head. 

He sat behind the wheel, smoking a cigarette and looking 
toward the west where he could see the needlepoint of the 
Spit, and the bar, and the channel mouth giving into the 
blue ocean. The fishing boats, sprinkled with pleasure craft, 
were heading in. Once inside the bar, the fishing fleet 
turned off toward Hogg Cove, its home base. The pleasure 
cruisers continued along the near shore, curving one by 
one into the long tongue of the boat basin that thrust 
deep into the city blocks. 

Finishing the cigarette, he got out of the car and stood 
beside it, looking out over the south plains. In his boyhood 
the plains had been farmland but now were one continuing 
belt of suburbia. He could see the Southgate business 
center, and somewhere near it was the motel where he 
had spent the night with Connie Bledsoe. He wondered 
where Connie was today, at this hour, what she was doing, 
if she thought of him often, a little or not at all. 

Directly under him and almost touching the Head was 
the flossiest community of them all, Surftides, which oc¬ 
cupied a gentle terrace affording excellent views of the sea. 
For some reason its picturesque, near-rich air had appealed 
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to him and Lisa, and in the dreams they indulged in be¬ 
tween sessions of frenzied lovemaking, they had talked 
of the day when he would be an outstanding success they 
never did pin down his occupation—and they would live 
in Surftides and raise a big family. 

But many years had passed since then, and he was a cat 
skinner for a road outfit. All that had been wild day¬ 
dreaming, and he had never had any real ambition. When 
he had had Lisa, the present had been enough, and after 
he had lost her there had been bitterness and a stubborn, 
hostile resistance to the kind of dynamic drive that had 
produced men like Harvey Anders. Yet, his life again 
uprooted by his return, he was conscious of a deep, un¬ 
verbalized sense of frustration. 

He was no longer the kid he had been when he left here, 
driven away by Anders, and it was time he had a sense of 
direction. But he had never done enough real thinking 
along that line to have any definite idea. He had lived 
too intensely too young, and maybe that was true of Lisa, 
also. 

Abruptly restless again, he got in the car and drove 
down a back road to Surftides, passed through and ran on 
to Marvista, down the coast. There at a drive-in he ate a 
quick dinner, passing up a chance to investigate the possi¬ 
bilities in a very friendly and not unattractive car hop. 
Then, his mood unrelieved, he turned back toward Terry- 
town. ,, . , 

He had forgotten that his telephone had been connected 
that morning until he heard its urgent ringing while he 
came over the gangplank in the growing darkness. Lisa, 
he thought as he hurried to his door, or even Connie. 

He made it into the dark house before the phone stopped 
ringing. A young and pert voice said, “Hi, Mr. Saunders. 
Is Patty home?” „ 

“Sorry,” Rock said dismally. “Wrong number, honey. 
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7 
Rock sat on the after deck in the hot June morning, clad 
only in pajama pants, scowling across the river's sandy 
current at the smart suburban district on the far shore. 
Yet he was thinking neither of Lisa nor Elaine, who both 
lived there. Yesterday in Underhill he had backed Casey 
Farrell into a corner, or so he had believed. This morn¬ 
ing's paper had made him wonder whether Casey had 
come out fighting, or if Rock Garnet had been dead wrong 
in his conclusions. 

Lighting a cigarette, he drew in a mouthful of smoke 
and glanced down at this morning’s Dispatch, which lay on 
the planks beside his old deck chair. There was a two- 
column, simplified map of Terry town on the front page, 
and under the map the caption line: ukban renewal 
RUMORED. 

The Dispatch was the oldest, largest, and most reliable 
daily in the city, and the story had confirmed everything 
Casey and Tom Halleck had said about the Terry town 
Development Corporation, although the only attribution 
was to reliable source/' The backers of the proposed 
project were named, all men involved deeply in the indus¬ 
trial, commercial and civic life of the city, Farrell was 
mentioned, with a summary of his professional accomp¬ 
lishments to date, and there was no mention whatever of 
Anders. There were laudatory quotes from the city plan¬ 
ning commission, the mayor and the Chamber of Com¬ 
merce. There was an editorial inside the newspaper 
discussing the problems of urban blight and stating the 
city's need for more men of such selfless courage, 
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Casey’s agreement to have him meet the people in¬ 
volved, which Rock had taken for a measure of despera¬ 
tion, now seemed to validate everything Casey had said. 
If so, Rock wondered what Lisa’s motive had been w 
arousing his suspicions. 

He flipped the cigarette into the river, got up and went 
indoors. Stripping, he showered and took his time shaving, 
aware of a hardness in the eyes that stared back from 
the mirror, with matching grim lines at the comers of his 
mouth. His return to the haunts of his boyhood had brought 
on an emotional upheaval as oppressive as the outward 
circumstances in which he found himself caught. The 
first warning had been that drink he had wanted when he 
had left the depot, then had wound up stoned m a motel 
with a woman who had drained his body with delight but 
could not heal the lesions deep within him. Similar symp¬ 
toms had been breaking out ever since, and if he were 
smart he would tell Haileck to sign the option and mail 
the money to Reno—a much safer place for Rock Garnet 

He went to the kitchen and made coffee and a couple 
of slices of toast. When he had eaten, he lighted a cigarette, 
looked up and dialed Halleck’s number. Halleck’s secre¬ 
tary was sorry that the attorney would be in court most of 
the day. Rock gave her his number and asked for Haileck 

to call him. . , . 
He had scarcely broken the connection when the tele¬ 

phone rang. He answered with a gruff, “Yes?” 
“Rock?” said a woman’s voice. . 
He felt his heart jump and heard the tremor m nis 

voice when he said, “Good morning, Lisa. ^ 
“Have you seen the Dispatch this morning?’ 

“Just glanced at it.” . . - , ij 
“Well, don’t let that little camouflage job fool you, old 

buddy.” 
“So that’s what it is?” . 
“That’s all it is—a little window dressing dreamed up 

yesterday by my worried father and discomfited husband. 
You seem to know too much for their comfort, and Har- 
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vey didn’t think introducing you to a few people was good 
enough. So he called one of his dummy associates and told 
him to leak. The Dispatch is for anything that’s good for 
the city and gave it all that space.” 

“The story would be worth the space,” Rock said, “if it 
were true.” 

“Oh, it’s true. Except the part about the men of such 
selfless courage. They’re going to restore Terrytown, but 
strictly to make Casey more reputation and the others some 
easy money, especially dear old Daddy-o.” 

“Thanks a lot. A minute ago I was trying to get Tom 
Halleck to tell him to sign the option.” 

‘Don’t tell him any such thing. And don't throw any 
more curves at Casey. He already wonders how you hap¬ 
pen to know so much.” 

“I won’t,” Rock promised. It came back to him, then, 
that Farrell had said he was leaving town for a few days. 
The memory sent a quick excitement through him. Would 
Lisa mention that she was about to have a little personal 
freedom? “I shouldn’t have gone to see him,” he concluded, 

“I think you wanted to see the man I sleep with.” 
“Well—that, too.” 
“What do you think of him?" 
“He’s a louse.” 

“Good. Some people like him until they get to know 
him.” 

“Which do you feel?” i 
“Neither, That’s the nice thing about boredom. You 

don’t feel a damned thing.” 
“So why be faithful?” he prodded. 
“Merely a matter of self-preservation. I tried to ex¬ 

plain at Buff Beach.” 
“Casey’s going out of town.” 
“He told you?” 

“Sure. He never guessed the reactions it started in me.” 
“Don’t start them in me, please, because he left this 

morning.” 
“So—” 
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“So to make sure I don’t succumb, I asked an old friend 
over for the evening. A girt friend.’’ 

“Now I think you’re a louse too.” 
“You don’t, and you never will.” Lisa laughed and broke 

the connection. 
He wished she had not called. Ten minutes before, he 

had intended to wind up his affairs and clear out, and that 
decision had given him more peace of mind than he had 
had since he came back. Now the wild energies, the temp¬ 
tations, bora of bitterness and remembered delights, 
stormed in his blood. He went out to the after deck railing 
and lighted another cigarette. The tide was at ebb, and 
the old hull rode peacefully. 

Ordinarily a person could keep himself amused here for 
hours, for there was always something happening on 
the river. Tugs and barges were continually shuttling be¬ 
tween the sawmills, plywood and paper plants and the 
ocean terminals at the west end of the city. Fishing boats 
plied upriver to the salmon holes, there were always 
pleasure boats, many of them towing skiers. This steady 
marine activity and the prospect of fishing from his own 
back porch, were what Big Mike had liked about his 

home here. , 
Rock remembered when he had bought gasoline, a few 

days before, the attendant had told him that the old Ford 
was badly in need of an oil change. At the time, he had 
been too hurried to have it done, but now he needed 
something to do, and an oil change was as good as any- 

thing. f 
He left the house, climbing to the old shed on the bank. 

There was an independent gas station just beyond the 
bridge approach in Tcrrytown. He warmed the engine 
then swung out to the highway, where he had to wait 
for a break in traffic before he could cut in. West of the 
intersection, the congestion was even worse. 

He stopped before the grease rack at the gas station, 
for the pump island was loaded with waiting cars. The at¬ 
tendant who finally came over was middle-aged, a tall 
man with a fierce eagle’s beak nose but a friendly manner. 
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Rock told him he wanted an oil change, and the at¬ 
tendant ran the Ford onto the hoist. Operating the 
hydraulic mechanism, he drawled, “Ain’t you Mike Gar¬ 
net’s boy?” 

Rock nodded, glancing at him sharply. “Do I know 
you?” 

No, the man said with a laugh. “I only been in this 
end of town a couple of years, I know this car, though. 
Used to service it for old Mike. Grand guy," He picked up 
a wrench, walked under the car, then stopped to glance 
at Rock again. “I guess his property would be part of the 
development that was in the paper this morning.” 

“It isn’t yet,” Rock said. 
“Wish I owned that location.” The man hung a con¬ 

tainer under the Ford and went to work on the crankcase 
plug. When the black oil was plunging down into the vessel, 
he added, “That’ll be a fine thing for everybody, if it 
ain’t all hot air.” 

Rock nodded. Probably there were a lot of small busi¬ 
ness men in Terry town this morning who hoped they 
were to be given a new lease on life. And what the man 
had said about a service station at the intersection was 
interesting. That was a more suitable business for so busy 
a corner, surely, than a down-at-the-heels old bean wagon. 
An independent, like this fellow, could never get up 
fifteen thousand for land alone, but one of the big oil 
companies could and would if they were sold on the 
property. Rock remembered then what Lisa had said 
about her father wanting to start a marina in connection 
with the projected restaurant-club-motel. 

He found himself intrigued. Maybe he could offer 
something new, made possible by the unique location of 
the Garnet property between teeming highway and river, 
a luultiservice station that could handle both highway and 
river traffic. But he had no idea how to go about promoting 
such a proposition or whom he might interest in it. 

The Ford was returning to ground level when he 
thought of Connie and what she had said about a husband 
married to an oil company. The name Ralph Bledsoe had 
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been on her key ring. Rock had not given any thought 
to the man, but suddenly he found himself as per¬ 
versely curious about Connie’s husband as he had been 
about Lisa’s. And Connie had said her guy was in charge 
of retail sales, which was just the ticket. 

It was worth a whirl. The public phone in a pharmacy 
was only three doors up, and Rock found the listing of 
Ralph Bledsoe quickly under two addresses—one at the 
Congress Drive residence and the other at the Coast 
Oil Company in a downtown office building. But having 
got that far, he grew doubtful. You didn’t walk in on a 
stranger, whose wife you happened to have picked up and 
slept with, and sell him a location for a type of business 
that probably had never been tried. 

The car was ready when he returned to the gas station 
and he paid the bill and drove out into the traffic. For just a 
moment he was tempted to drive down into the city in 
pursuit of his wild idea. But the more he thought it over, 
the more dubious he grew. He swung off the through street, 
rounded the block and headed home. 

He had forgotten the call he had left for Tom Halleck 
until, around four that afternoon, it came in. The mo¬ 
ment he heard the attorney’s voice, Rock felt his resistance 
harden to the idea of having anything to do with him on 
behalf of Casey Farrell, and thus of Harvey Anders. 

Halleck’s voice was cordial as he apologized for being 

tied up in court. 
“No matter,” Rock said impatiently. “I only wanted 

to tell you to send that option back. I’ll do my own 
developing on my own property.” 

He heard the intake of Halleck’s breath. “Did you see 

this morning’s Dispatch?” 
“Interesting, wasn’t it?” 
Halleck’s voice grew cook “It’s a pretty public-spirited 

undertaking. It’s your property, Garnet, but I wouldn’t 
like to see you try to milk it for your personal advantage. 

HaUeck was pressing as hard, as Casey had. Rock said 
with matching coolness, “That’s the chance they took by 
leaking the story before they had all their options.” 
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I understand they’ve tied up everything they need ex¬ 
cept your property.” 

“What made them so hopeful of getting the Garnet 
parcel?” 

“Perhaps they thought you would see the value of the 
development to Terrytown and would show a little public 
spirit yourself.” Halleek let sarcasm tinge his voice. “As 
long as you were getting such a generous price.” 

“Not generous enough,” Rock said. “And if my prop¬ 
erty’s developed in scale with theirs, it’s not going to hold 
up their project.” 

“There’s nothing you can do on your own till probate’s 
over.” 

“How long will that be?” Rock said. 
“Well,” Halleek said coldly, “those things always take 

time.” 

Rock scowled at the wall by the telephone. Halleek 
wanted authority to sign that option, and he would, most 
assuredly, hang up any other deal as long as he could. 
Somebody had got to this lawyer, and Rock was willing 
to bet that the somebody looked like Harvey Anders. 
“Suppose, Mr. Halleek,” he said, “that you devote your¬ 
self to expediting the probate and let me worry about the 
estate assets.” 

“I don’t see what you hope to gain, Garnet.” 
“Among other things, I think I can force Harvey 

Anders to show his hand. He can either go ahead with his 
fine-sounding project or admit a purely selfish interest by 
refusing to go ahead if he can’t build his Shore Acres on 
my property. Which, my friend, is his only motive for 
improving that neighborhood—to protect the huge invest¬ 
ment he intends to make in his resort. And I expect he 
intends to make money from the improvements, as well.” 

Halleek gasped. “I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.” 

“I’m not so sure,” Rock said and rang off. 
He turned from the telephone with his mind made up. 

What he had said on seeming impulse about turning pro¬ 
moter himself was only what had been in the back of his 
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mind all along. But he had been reckless in bringing in 
Anders again, and especially so by mentioning Shore Acres 
specifically. Rock had thus shown a complete familiarity 
with their hidden design and a leak dangerously close to 
Anders was certainly indicated. 

Rock had a couple of steaks on the freezer shelf of the 
old refrigerator. He thawed a steak to broil, opened a can 
of shoestring potatoes to heat on the rack under the steak, 
and poured a can of tomatoes into a dish. The industrial 
traffic had left the river when, after eating, he returned to 

his chair on the deck. . 
A cruiser was towing a pair of skiers on the far side, its 

engine sounding like pellets poured on sheet iron* One of 
the pair in tow was a girl in a white swim suit. Her figure 
looked exciting at the distance, and she was expert at the 
sport. Rock reflected it had been a long while since he had 
tried that* although once he had been an expert* too. 
Pretty soon the light faded, and lamps began to glow in 
a hundred terraced houses in Underhill. The tide was 
coming in again, and he could hear a heavier lapping of 

the water. 
And then, perhaps an hour after full darkness, he was 

brought out of somnolent inertia. He turned his head, not 
sure what made him do it. There had been no apparent 
sound above the gentle murmurs of the river and of distant 

exhausts, 
A girl stood in the doorway, looking toward him across 

the deck. She had come through the house unannounced, 

uninvited and unheard. 
She was Lisa. 
She still remained silent. Her hand lifted and began 

to unbutton the top of her sleeveless dress. Rock sat 
speechless, utterly captivated, while her hands caught the 
lower part of the dress and pulled it over her head. 
Underneath was a bra and half slip, and she removed the 
bra first. Blood pounded in his veins when the moonlight 
struck her bared breasts, then the slip came over her head. 
She stepped out of her slippers and her panties dropped 
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8t her feet. She stepped out of them and came slowly 
across the deck to him. 

When, urgency driving him, he reached for his belt, 
she said huskily, “No, let me.” 

Her eyes were strange in the starshine, as if she were 
doped. He stood transfixed, his excited body trembling 
with eagerness while she undressed him with slow, delectat* 
ing thoroughness. There could be no mistake about it being 
a voluntary step on her part. 

Then, in a throaty whisper, she said, “Now, take me_ 
like you used to.” 

He carried her in to his bed, her body warm and soft 
in his arms, her mouth clamped to his. When he lowered 
her to the bed, she pulled him instantly onto her, squirming 
and directing die union herself. It was as if there had been 
no years between this time and the last, no turning to 
the luxury afforded her by her father’s corruption, no bit* 
temess and vengefulness on Rock’s part. But too soon her 
excited writhings spent him and he lay exhausted in her 
arms. 

“What changed your mind?” he asked. 
She whispered, “Hush,” and held him tight, stroking 

his head, making low, crooning sounds, waiting for him to 
be renewed. And the old timing came back, and now he 
had a complete, empathetic knowledge of her progress 
and matched his own to it, the familiar rituals restoring 
themselves, the never-forgotten little grace notes coming 
back to each for the other’s delight. They flirted with the 
explosion they knew so well, and when finally they could 
no longer avoid it, he was lifted by her arching body. . . 

Afterward, she said drunkenly, “I needed that.” 
He didn’t want to examine the implications of this, 

for there were too many. Better to be bright and light and 
face consequences when they developed. “To get back 
to my question before the most welcome interruption, what 
made you reverse yourself?” 

“Thoughts. Visions and wonderful images. They nearly 
drove me out of my mind.” She smiled at him. “Maybe they 
did. This is crazy,” 
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“May we never recover.” 
She caught his hand and held it to her lips. “You’d 

better, and fast. I can’t stay very long, and I’m not nearly 
done with you.” 

“What’s your hurry? The unmentionable character’s out 
of the city.” 

“My father isn’t, and I’ve got to beat him home." 
“What happened to the girl you were booked with for 

the evening?” 
“Told her I had a headache.” She moved his hand from 

her lips to her breasts. “I couldn’t say where I really ached, 
could I? My car’s up on the bank. Is that okay?” 

Parking her convertible there had been highly unwise, 
but he didn’t know where else she could have left it. 
Maybe a great deal would come of this that they would 
regret, but all that mattered in this wonderfully relaxed 
moment was that Lisa had come back to him voluntarily. 
And now she was waiting impatiently, as she had so often 
waited in the past, until he could possess her again. 

“Sure,” he assured her. “Nobody’ll notice it. Everybody 
around here pays four or five thousand for convertibles.” 

“Don’t talk. Just concentrate.” 
“Enforced intermission. And there’s something I’d bet¬ 

ter tell you before I get too busy. I talked with Tom Hal- 
leck today—the lawyer settling the estate.” 

She turned her head to look at him. “Yes?” 
“Well, he pressured me to give Casey his option. I flew 

off the handle and said a few things. Among them, I men¬ 
tioned Shore Acres.” 

Her hand loosened on his body. “Rock,” she gasped., 

“You didn’t.” 
“Sorry. It just slipped out,” 
“Oh, my God. That’s Harvey’s pet name for the project, 

but I doubt if anybody besides Casey and me ever heard 
him use it. Rock—how could you be such a dope?” Lisa 
sat up and put her legs over the edge of the bed. “I’ve got 
to get out of here. If Hatleck’s fixed, and he probably is, 
he’ll tell Harvey. He might have already, and Harvey 
will be watching me, and my car up there—” 
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She was fight, but she had come here voluntarily, and 
she did not have to recoil from him so instantly in a com-* 
piete return of self-interest. This was too much like the 
other time when her fear of Harvey turned her into a cring¬ 
ing coward. His anger soared and, strangely, brought 
with it a strong resurgence of power. 

He caught her wrist as she sprang up, and he jerked her 
back across the bed. She looked at him angrily and pushed 
him away. When he persisted, she locked her knees and 
tried to roll away, but he caught her in a bear hug. A 
breath later she went limp with her face buried in the bed¬ 
clothes. She moaned under the hammering that grew 
angrier with each impact, but emotion and sensation had 
become separate things in her. In a moment she was 
writhing and heaving under him. 

Afterward, she sat up and looked at him with mixed 
feelings. “I wasn’t teasing,” she said coldly, “and you 
knew it.” 

I knew,” he agreed. “You were looking out for num¬ 
ber one, just as you did before.” 

“You know what will happen if we’re caught like this.” 
You knew when you came here. I had foolishly thought 

the world well lost for love.” 
She marched from the room without answering, and 

when he followed to the after deck she had begun to dress. 
Womanlike, she turned her back until she had donned her 
panties and fastened her bra. Then she swung to face him 
in the pale starlight. 

Coldly, she said, “Don’t look at me like that. I’m not 
the one who spoiled everything by being so stupidly care¬ 
less.” 

I m damned if I dig you,” he said wearily, “You 
tipped me off and encouraged me to beat their game. You 
straightened me out on that publicity story in the Dispatch. 
Why? And if you still don’t care enough for me to give 
anything up, why come here to make love—even a safe, 
one-night-stand kind of love?” 

“I hate them,” she said. 
“But not enough to quit the soft life they give you.” 
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“No” 
“Then you’re a whore.” 
“Yes.” 
And she had made no effort to justify herself when, a 

moment later, she left him. 
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8 
Harvey Anders bent and kissed his daughter tenderly. 

Wish you were coming along, sweetheart,” he said. 
The midmorning sun threw a warm, strong light through 

the trees and on the driveway beside the house. Harvey 
seldom left the house this early. But the evening before 
Casey had called him at his office, and the business that 
had sent Casey on his trip now required Harvey’s presence. 

“Some other time,” Lisa said wearily. 
She watched her father start the car and then disappear 

beyond the shrubs along the street. She was glad that he 
had not insisted on her accompanying him. When he had 
suggested it at breakfast, she had gone cold with fear 
that he had heard from Tom Hatleck and guessed who 
had betrayed his plans to Rock. His willingness to leave 
her here alone was reassuring. Either he had not heard 
from Halleck yet or had not connected her with the leak. 

She stood in the warm morning in a simple cotton dress, 
her slim legs bare, unconscious of a smile that had formed 
on her mouth the instant Harvey’s car had disappeared. 
The one thing she wanted right now was to be by herself 
so she could get her thoughts and emotions straightened 
out. She had thought them quite clear when, the night 
before, she had fled Rock’s houseboat in panic, sure 
that her folly and his stupidity had brought her world 
crashing down on her head. That, of course, could still 
happen, but such a disaster had become a possibility rather 
than the dead certainty it had seemed. And her relief had 
released feelings and memories that the fear had tem¬ 
porarily repressed. 
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For a while, the night before, she had known a happi¬ 
ness she had never expected to feel again and, curiously, 
the best of all had been when Rock took her against her 
will with such male domination and insistence. The very 
thought of it sent warm, tantalizing needles through her 
body which, unlike her mind, had not succumbed to fear 
and rejected him. If she only dared risk seeing him just 
once more—but enough of that. She would put him out of 
her mind, start being sweet to Casey and tend strictly to 
her knitting. Today she would see some of her girl friends, 
go shopping and prove to herself that the force of will she 
had inherited from Harvey was stronger than her wo¬ 

man’s weakness. , 
She went into the house and swiftly up the stairs to her 

bedroom. The upstairs maid had not yet been in, and 
sheet and electric blanket were still thrown back on the 
bed For a moment Lisa’s heart speeded at the sharp recall 
of another bed and lying in Rock’s arms. But she broke off 
the renewed spell. The heart was only a muscle, the body 
only so much flesh, while the mind could transform a 
Terrytown short-order cook into a man of wealth and 

She was frowning as she lit a cigarette- Certainly, she 
had not declined to accompany her father merely to stay 
home and indulge in silly, sex-ridden daydreams and get 
herself all mixed up again. She considered dressing and 
driving into the city to shop, but now with July at hand, 
downtown could become unpleasantly warm. 

Then she thought of something that had often been m 
the back of her mind. The other night at Point Vista she 
had caught another glimpse of Elaine Carmody, but had 
not had a chance to speak. Once no one had been closer 
to Lisa than Elaine, and Lisa had long wanted to ease 
her guilt by assuring Elaine that she had not forgotten 

their girlhood friendship. 
Lisa walked to her telephone table and there consulted 

the directory. To her surprise, Elaine was listed at an ad¬ 
dress right here in Underhill, the new, expensive Vista 
Tower. Lisa wondered how she could afford it and how 
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long she had lived in the apartment house. After a mo¬ 
ment s hesitation, she dialed the number. 

The other phone rang several times before a woman’s 
voice answered, sleepy and a little cross. 

“Elaine? This is Lisa.” 
“Well, hello,” Elaine said. 

L,sa said in a rusl3’ “I saw you at a distance at 
Dad s place the other evening, and—well, we’ve simply 
got to get together, Elaine. I know it’s short notice, but can 
you have lunch with me today?” 

. ^ suppose so, but—” Elaine paused for a breath. “All 
right, where do we meet?” 

“Why don’t I pick you up there?” 
Elaine said that was fine, so Lisa arranged to call for 

her about twelve and they would drive up the river to 
a roadhouse for luncheon, 

Lisa broke the connection, feeling that she might have 
done a foolish thing. Naturally, Elaine would resent Lisa’s 
having dropped her so abruptly, and clearly because of 
snobbery at that, for the Anderses had moved into this fine 
new house just about the time Lisa had ceased seeing 
Elaine. The girl could not have known that Harvey had 
called her a cheap little slut, and had forbade his daughter 
to see her. Yet his judgment seemed to have been verified, 
at least by the gossip of Elaine’s behavior throughout the 
rest of their high school years. 

With a shrug, Lisa threw off her uncertainty. The date 
was made, and she would keep it. 

As Lisa drove up, she saw Elaine waiting in front of 
the building. She was hatless, wore a simple suit, and car¬ 
ried a plain bag. She answered Lisa’s smile, said, “Hi,” as 
as if they had been together only the day before, and set¬ 
tled herself beside Lisa in the front seat, Lisa swung 
back down the hill into the traffic of River Street. 

Once they could have talked for hours without letup, 
but now Lisa’s tongue seemed to have gone dead. She 
knew the trouble. Everything that came to her mind to say 
was defensive, to make it appear that she had been blame¬ 
less in their separation. For the moment, Lisa felt a twinge 
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of envy as she glanced at Elaine. She was a beautM young 
woman; cool, poised, and much surer of herself at the 

moment than Lisa felt* 
In strained silence they drove under the palisades to 

Rio Vista, then over the river onto the north bank big - 
way. Presently Elaine lighted cigarettes for them, and 
this small gesture of intimacy seemed to break the ice. 
Lisa said on an exhalation of smoke, “I’m surprised you 
haven’t married, Elaine. With your looks. 

“Once I was about to be.” 

Elaine bent forward to tap ash into the panel ashtray. 

She leaned back. “No virginity* 
Lisa gave her a glance of amusement. Does that count 

“I thought you were brought up to believe that nothing 

counted more in a woman.” m ._j 
“I’ve news for you. I-wasn’t a virgin when I married. 

Not by a long shot.” 
“Why, Lisa.” Elaine pretended to be shocked. t 

“It’s true.” Lisa smiled triumphantly, then said im¬ 
pulsively, “And it didn’t go to the man I married erther. 
She wondered at the tone of pride in her voice. prob^)^ 
she thought, she felt a compulsion to climb downJrom 
the pedestal where, Elaine knew, Harvey Anders had al- 

W“I know'wbere it went,” Elaine said easily. “But you’d 

be surprised to know where mine did.” 
“Oh, Elaine, don’t tell me that was all that kept y 

from being a radiant little bride.” . 
“No,” Elaine admitted. “It just kept me from being a 

woman who’d be satisfied with marriage. _ , , . 
Lisa wanted to pursue that, but they had reach ^ 

turnoff to Kelly’s Restaurant, near the R>v«side golf dub. 
She made the turn, and the conversation simply died. 

Presently they were seated on the terrace , 
trees with the river winding directly below them. They had 
martinis while waiting for their luncheon, and Lisa 
to continue the talk they had started, but could not get it 
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cued in. Suddenly she thought that Elaine had the loveliest 
eyes she had ever seen. ‘ 

She was aghast to hear herself say, not what she hid 
intended to talk about but, “Elaine, I’ve wanted to'tell you 

a* 0Ur~°ur breakuP was not my idea.” 

penSh”1 faleW &at 11 W3S0,t y0ur fault> rieht after it hap- 

“How could you know?” 

taJkativc little bird, maybe.” 

stand”1’ LlSa hes,tated’ ^ hoP® y°u really do under- 

“Better than you do, darting," Elaine smiled. 
Lisa looked at her for a Jong moment. “I wish you’d 

stop talking in riddles.” y ° 

thought the cause of our split-up was 
your father’s snobbery, didn’t you?" P 

“If it wasn’t his social ambition, then what was it?” 
My own moral turpitude.” 

My heavens.” Lisa laughed. Elaine was right, but it 
had always been a mystery how Harvey had known that 

e y°unS g,rl would suddenly become so wild. “I re¬ 
member that we used to guess and speculate about that 
lovely topic, sex*” 

“It was right at that time that I didn’t have to guess any 
longer* I found out.” y 

known?"1 ^ mC about ***how 001)111 father have 

Then suddenly Lisa gasped, her intuitive knowledge 
causing her to blush furiously. “Elaine—was Harvey the 

“He was darling.” Elaine smiled at her. “But what’s so 
shocking about it? Somebody was bound to catch me 
eventually. I’m sure that’s just how Harvey’s always looked 

“But you were so young!” Lisa cried. 
But precocious, darling. In fact, up to that time I hadn’t 

realized what I’d been missing.” 
“God, I wish you hadn’t told me.” 
Elaine shrugged. “You kept fishing.” 
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The waiter came at that moment with a cart and served 
thch lunch. Lisa stared at him blankly, sure that she would 
never feel like eating again. The man went away, and 
Elaine picked up a fork and started nibbling at her salad. 
Che was smiling faintly, as if at a private little joke. 
’“■SCdkl i. go on?" Lisa gasped DespUe 
credible horror of Elaine’s revelation, Lisa felt herself 

hypnotized by the shocking situation- , * 
Harvey her own father? And right at the time when he 

was pounding moral platitudes into her head with a ham¬ 
mer Seducing her best friend then protecting; his daugh¬ 
ter from the evil influence of his own victim.. It 

^"‘JusSoTthe deflowering, darling. Some men get an extra 
kick out of that. And he made it right. He slipped a twenty 
into my bra. But I think I gave him his money s worth. 

"Elaine . * * He didn t. , . y 
-Sh but he did. Exit chad virgin, enter child whore. I 

get more now, naturally, because as a grown woman lm 

much better,” 

“Still getting paid for it? Of course I am. How do you 
suppose I get up the rent for Vista Tower. 

“That’* one I simply cannot believe, 
EUine pnTdown”r fork. "Would yon like to know 

who promotes me and gets men for me. 

"Kpol “darling. Bn, on a high level * 

course. Some of the men I go with _F°'n; J'Harvey 
Harvey’s other places don’t even know lm for lure. Hary 
and 1 have a nice working agreement. Oh, he s reaiiy 
much, much more than a pimp, my dear. Never under¬ 

estimate your old man.” „ h mut„ 
Lisa swallowed, her face pale. I can t e , 

tered “Let’s get out of here.” She fumbled m her pur e, 
dropped a bill on the table, then rose and walked swAly 
toward the car, neither knowing nor caring rf ”l 
lowed orstayed there. Lisa knew that Elaine had toldthe 
S, L her real purpose had been to get even with 
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Harvey. And I walked right into it, Lisa thought. She 
reached the car and looked back to see Elaine onlv a 
few steps behind her* 

Lisa slid in behind the wheel and waited while Elaine 
got in on the other side. But when she reached to turn on 
the ignition, Elaine’s hand fell on her arm. 

“Did you know Rock’s back in town and he looked me 
up the other day?” 

. F’sa hirned quickly to her, feeling a swift stab of 
jealousy. Elaine smiled. 

"Purely platonic, darling, although he’s become a 
damned attractive man. And for the first time in a long 
while he made me feel somehow—dirtv ” 

“Why?” 

“I helped Harvey buy off Rock’s lawyer so Harvey can 
build Shore Acres.” 3 

"You know about Shore Acres?” 
Of course. Harvey has to tell me what it is that he 

wants before I can help to get it for him. Have you seen 
Rock?” 

“No,” Lisa lied. 

“He’s the guy, isn’t he—your first?” And when Lisa 
nodded, Elaine said, “Tell me, have you gotten over him?” 

‘I married Casey, didn’t I?” 
“You’re not in love with Casey. With him you’re doing 

what I do for your father—whoring because you like the 
soft, easy life it gets you.*’ 

Rock had called it the same thing, and she had admitted 

ache ”aU WC 8° h°me’ EIaine? Fm Seu“g a frightful head- 

Lisa was hardly aware of guiding the car through the 
traffic going back to the city. She let Elaine off before her 
apartment and drove on through Underhill to the house 
flat sheltered her, her person and her respectability. 

In her room she stood at the window and looked out 
over the river to Terrytown. There had been, she now 
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realized no reason for her to panic at Rock’s, last night. 
She had supposed that only herself and Casey ha no^ 
that Harvey had planned to name his project Shore ■ 
E Eine had known it. « Harvey tad an, 

about a leak to Rock, h" “°"ld ^Sd 
before accusing his adored daughter. An 

Se<She'could^say,!<“I did a foolish thing while you were 
away Harvey. Uiad lunch with Elaine Carmody, and she 
told^rne the most vicious lies about you. She s out to do 

vou dirt, I know she is- , ,Trrt 
Lisa smiled to herself, her eyes still on Terrytowm. 
A whole night of glorious freedom now lay ahead. She 

was E«7 over there nnd fight with Rock, angeru.fi 
him until he look her again like a conquer^ eave womm; 
Or to phone and have him come here, once more cl^- 
ins the tree and coming through the window so the ser 
vants would not know, so they could make love m her 

father’s house, in Casey s bed, * . 
She would say to Rock, “I’m ashamed ofthewaylbe 

haved last night, darling. 1 wont again. Bnme its,*u 
what vou said then. The world is really well lost for love. 

At die phone, her fingers trembled whde she dialed 
Rock’s number. No one answered. She put her handpiece 
down wTa noisy clatter. Probably this was better so C had got the fright of her life over there. She had 
better make sure she was above suspicion before she nske 

seeing Rock again. 
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theHnewhpadfi?eR S?" e,.evator on *e sixth floor of 
Pac fic. gilding in midtown, Rock succumbed to 

withdR^hm»- But he had raade appointment 
rpT P. iedsoe s secretary that morning, and his quar- 
re w lh L„a (he night before hnd strengthened hi, S. 
mmation to carry out his plan. He felt more thin ever 

rst »?efe"the m”,o **™ l“ » uyeand so paramount an attachment. 

of ftc Coast OiirroemfOUnd’ rW3l 8'Ven 0Ver to the afTaij*s 
walked over ? ,5 pan£.In the recePtion room, Rock 
n(W)i u t0 he sw,tcf,board, where a blonde with a 

looked upbrighUy* bllSily maniP“la,i"S circuit jacks. She 

•■MyTaio^e"?"' ^ Bfedsoe-” R“* -id. 

please.” The girl stuck in a plug sooke 
Ss P-** ««“ ,hf b»«tecy of desk, beyond hit.^Go 

in, sir. Its down there/5 

He went through a gate and then along the edee nf 
tke senerai office until he came to an“mrio,cS£nr 
with private offices on each side, and presently heramem 
a door on which was lettered Bleds£s name. In a 

had sefuo^thc -W.ltb the crisP‘voiced secretary who 
in M, . VPMttmm. With her brisk, “Go right 

Ltamned mT t had no cl,a"“ "> wba tftreatenetl to be an embarrassing encounter. 

ni,f£d the ™pact of Bledsoe, in the flesh, did nothing to 
put Rock at ease. He was unlike what Rock had pictured 

vmg o e a tall, light-complexioned man with a firm* 
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niece rose from his chair and shook bands. At that 

moment the telephone rang and ^ 
turned to answer it* Wtnle taiKing, ne 

feSHSSwSSi 
tosb i^ m S. no. be so proficient in to bed, be d,d al) 

wi-> rj» ■ 
I’m leaving town right after lunch, an y y 
something to see me about first.” 

“I won’t take long,” Rock said. 
"Relax I wanted to see you badly enough to y _ 

ested in disposing of it. 

“1°<» 1— * bom would be 

be jra* -a isrMSi-s 
E qtiSrdT'^ ™p «*» P'to,ed “clude<i ^ 

PtSW“prSSSyi since 1 nm.no. deuling v*h 
the Terrytown Development Corporation, for pe 

c„«!” Rock’s confidence in his idea had started to 

but I’d rather do my own P«?mot^°E£ why I’m 
naturally, so as not to handicap them. And that s wny 

^"Thinking we migh 

« ,on 



have a deal to talk over. I’d like to heir ;♦ tU T 

aS make a ^ « 2=° 

=ss?s--£^ 
rma serving them ls down at the boat basin at the west end 
of town. I inquired this morning and learned that vonr mm 

52?supplfe fc — L, .TSSrsrs 
interest!0* ”°ddC<1 "°““"mi«a»y. bttt his eyas showed 

m‘IkrW’’ ®'edsoe Ieaned back in bis chair and for a 

SCemed t0 fdy the waH over Rock’s head Then 
VV^ats your ,dea of the property’s worth?” ’ 

Jts subject to negotiation. What you sav about iMsin, 

r* taere!“"8' 1 ”»■ ae that X* 

rSXSS? ^ d° «“ Have i 
likeTo dJvpf0t enoufb’” B,edsoe said hesitantly, “that I’d 

next wST 2 blt aftCr 1 861 back‘ That'l! be the end ot next week. Suppose you come back here a week- from 

andVir By.tflat time 111 have checked with Forsythe 

2 as amht “Ce y°“; rU Say this- though: Your idea Wte 

always ready for To^A^ *, 1 S3y outlandish? We’re 
v y for a good new location, and I know the 
Y-intersection is that. We wouldn’t m;,L* u tbe 

outlet with the boating crowd, either. But I’tTbetter tvarn 

SLfltTI h? * bUgS b havin® them bothT 
gether. It il have to be checked out, and that’ll take time ” 
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“I guess I’ve got more of that than you have,” Rock said, 

grinning, 
Bledsoe pressed a button and spoke into the intercom. 

“Mildred, set Mr. Garnet up for a week from Monday, 

same time.” 
Rock got to his feet, and Bledsoe rose, offering his hand. 

And at that moment a side door opened, and Bledsoe 

turned, smiling warmly. 

“Hi, honey!” 
Rock swung to look, only to be overwhelmed by what 

he saw. The girl who stood there, dressed in a smart suit 
that fitted her splendid figure superbly, was Connie. The 

hall beyond the open door behind her told him she had 

used a private entrance. She was giving him the same 

stunned inspection. 
“I’m sorry,” she stammered. “I should have come in the 

other way, Ralph, but it’s after twelve and—” She started 

to withdraw. 
“Don’t go, dear. Mr. Garnet was just leaving.” Bledsoe 

grinned at Rock, “We’re having lunch downtown before I 

leave. Connie, this is Rock Garnet." 
Connie came toward them. She was pale and even 

lovelier than Rock remembered. He could not help watch¬ 

ing her, that lovely body he had made naked love to at 
the motel, the body that he had filled with unaccustomed 
delight. She managed to smile at him and nod an ac¬ 
knowledgement of the introduction, but he could appre¬ 
ciate her barely concealed consternation. She could only 

be mystified and frightened by finding him here, with the 

man she knew he had cuckolded. 
To reassure her as best he could, Rock said, “I was 

trying to lease your husband some property I own, Mrs. 
Bledsoe. But I’m sure he’s much more attracted to the 

idea of taking you to lunch.” 
She seemed to ease a little but said nothing. 
She knew the property was in Terrytown, and now she 

knew he was stilt there. 
“I went three years without doing this,” she had told 

Rock at the motel, “and I'm going to try for another 
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three ...” Most likely she had succeeded so far, but now 
they had seen, each other again, and he wondered if she 
also felt the impact of their chance meeting. If so, with 
Bledsoe going out of the city— 

Connie isnt too happy about it," Bledsoe was saying, 
apparently mistaking the reason for her silence. “That is, 
the reason for the luncheon. But she doesn’t like traveling’ 
and I have to travel, so—” He smiled and lifted his 
hands. “Partings there must be, I guess.” 

“Who’s complaining?” Connie said and smiled at her 
husband. 

Rock knew that she was cueing him out, but it was hard 
to see her again for so short a time and then so abruptly 
to leave her. He had no alternative and said, “I hope we 
meet again, Mrs. Bledsoe.” 

She looked at him directly, her cheeks coloring. “Per¬ 
haps we will, Mr. Garnet. Are you a native?” 

An ex-Terrytowner and living there temporarily again. 

This property involves some old houseboats, I grew up in 
one.” 

“A houseboat? That sounds like fun.” 

“You should see them,” Rock said and watched her 

color deepen. “I mean, it’s a miracle they haven’t sunk on 

their lines by now . . . Well, thanks and good traveling, 

Bledsoe. I’ll see you a week from Monday.” 

Okay. I’ll try to have something for you by then.” 

“Oh, by the way. I’ve had my phone connected. Infor¬ 

mation wifi give you the number if you need to get in 
touch before then. I’m usually there." 

“Fine.” 

Rock went out through the genera] office without no¬ 

ticing it. Had Connie pitched him a curve with that ques¬ 

tion that had let him tell her precisely how to find him? 

No. Bledsoe had been embarrassed by her silence, and she 

had only tried to make conversation. Rock frowned. He 

himself was the one who had thrown the curves, and prob¬ 

ably he had cheapened himself in her eyes by playing on 

her emotions in front of the husband. He had even cheap- 
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ened her by implying that he thought her desire to stay 

away from him was not genuine. 
But how lovely she was, and what a lucky man Bledsoe 

was to have her. 
Rock took the downtown bridge to the north side of 

the river and there made a turn that carried him onto the 
long artery running through dilapidated Hoggsville. The 
old fishing town showed its age, its half-dozen long streets 

mounting the slope of the north head and, toward the sea, 
its two transverse streets skirting the beach for some dis¬ 

tance northward. 
He remembered a fishermen’s restaurant on the wharves, 

and he stopped there for a lunch of fresh-caught salmon. 

Afterward he drove on around the Head and then turned 
east along a country road to the suburban center of North- 

gate and headed back along the coast highway. Since he 

drove leisurely, killing time, he returned to the houseboat 

about four o’clock. 
He had stopped at a service station on the way to pick 

up a map of the city. It was, ironically, a map published 

as a courtesy by the Coast Oil Company. Looking in the 

index, then fixing the location given, he learned that Con¬ 
gress Drive, a street he did not remember, was in Rio 
Vista. That figured, for the district was populated by suc¬ 

cessful executives and smaller businessmen. 
He tossed the map aside and leaned back in the deck 

chair with a cigarette in his fingers, not happy with the 

direction his thoughts had been taking. At least, he finally 

had a clearly defined purpose for the property that had 
been Mike Garnet’s and now had passed to him. It would 

be both satisfying and fitting if he could defeat and, if 
possible, turn the tables on Harvey Anders, who had caused 
Mike and himself so much unhappiness. But what was 
this other thing bugging him, this curious compulsion that 
had driven him back into Lisa’s arms. Now that Lisa had 
broken with him again, what had turned him so quickly 

and strongly to Connie? Why did he hope Connie, after 

seeing him again, would succumb to the temptation she 

had fought successfully so far? Why did he sit with an 

81 



ear cocked for the telephone or a knock on his door, quite 
as if she were brazen enough to take the initiative in re¬ 
suming their brief dalliance? If he were trying to prove 
something, he could not fathom what it was. 

And if he were smart, he thought, he would take a 
trip of his own for the duration of Bledsoe’s absence from 
his home. He could fly to Reno and pick up his car and a 

few other possessions he had left there, then take his 
time driving back. Yet he knew that in his present state of 

mind he would do no such thing. He stretched himself 
more comfortably in the deck chair, and soon dozed off. 

He awakened with a start to discover that it was going 
on seven o’clock. Disinterested in making his own dinner, 
he decided to find an inviting place to eat, to keep 

away from here and avoid even the remote possibility of 

seeing Connie. He rose, showered, and left the house. 

He drove up the river, thinking of Kelly’s Restaurant 
up there, a place noted for its steaks. The evening was 

warm and pleasant, the day’s traffic had thinned, and 

then, on blind impulse, he crossed the bridge to Rio Vista 

on the far side of the river. It was only, he rationalized, to 

take a look at Connie’s home, so he could know more about 
her, picture her better. 

Cruising through the short business section, he soon 
found Congress Drive. The house number seemed to have 
been burned on his brain with a hot wire. He had to drive 

only a few blocks up the gentle slope under the palisades, 
and there the house was, a nearly new split level on the 
east side of the tree-shaded street. The door of its double 
garage was open, showing a big sedan there. Bledsoe had 
probably gone on his trip in a company car while—for¬ 

tunately, Rock considered—Connie was off somewhere in 
her little compact. Thank God for that, he thought. Had 
her car been there, he might have been unable to drive on 
without trying to see her. 

He took the next corner and then came down the slope 
to River Street. Turning right, with Kelly’s in mind again, 
he slid on past a small but smart-looking restaurant, 
which called itself the Cockadoodle, and found his foot 
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shoving out for the brake. And there it was, the compact, 

exactly the car in which Connie had driven him to town 

from the Southgate motel His heart seemed to double its 

beat while he slowed, turned a comer and cut back into 

the parking area. 
In spite of the many cars, the restaurant was uncrowded. 

A rectangular counter occupied the center of the large 

single room, with rows of booths along the walls. His quick 

check did not disclose Connie, although he could not see 

all the tables, and he went on and took a booth. Picking 
up a menu at once, for if Connie were here and had seen 
him, he did not want to appear hunting her, he discov¬ 

ered that the specialty of the house was fried chicken, as 

its name suggested* 
A waitress came quickly and took his order, and when 

she moved away Rock let himself look around. If Connie 

was in the place, she was still cut off from his view. After 
all, he reminded himself, the automobile manufacturer 
had painted more than one compact that particular color. 

The Cockadoodle had a right to boast of its specialty. 

The chicken was delicious, the golden, crunchy crust a 

succulent covering for the tender, sweet meat. By the time 
he had finished it and a generous portion of shoestring 

potatoes and a tossed salad, he had not seen Connie, al¬ 
though he had watched the cashiers desk and door, where 

he would have spotted her if she had been there and left 

ahead of him* 
He asked for his check, left a tip on the table and 

moved up to the cashier's stand. And there Connie was, 
in what had been his blind spot, alone in a booth beyond 

the center counter. She had coffee before her and was 
smoking a cigarette* Mentally, Rock reconstructed what 

must have occurred. 
She had seen him come in without noticing her, Realii- 

ing that if she left he would be quite apt to see her, she 
had waited, hoping he would leave without detecting her 

presence. She was not looking at him directly, but from 
the way her gaze fixed on space ahead, he was sure that 
she was watching from the corner of her eye. If so, 
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she knew now that she had been discovered, but she 
showed no reaction. 

He paid the check, and when he looked Connie’s way 
again he caught her with her eyes fully on him. The smart 
suit of that noon was gone, and she looked girlish and 

pretty in a fresh summer dress. Not wanting to embarrass 
her with a hint of his wild inner excitement, he only lifted 

a hand in greeting. She returned it with a nod and very 
brief smile. Then he left. 

He felt as if he had been caught in a web of rubber 
filaments, trying to keep him from leaving Connie. He 

crossed the parking lot, got into his car and lit a fresh 

cigarette. There could be no harm in talking with her, al¬ 
though he was far from sure that she would wish to chat 
with him. 

He was on the point of driving off when she came out 

of the restaurant, her bare legs and the slim lines of her 
hips lovely in the girlish dress. He saw her nervously check 

the parking area, and when her glance came his way he 

saw her body stiffen. Whatever impulse came to her, she 

knew he was waiting for her. Then, with a slight toss of 
the head, she continued to her car. He watched her slide 
in behind the wheel, and a moment later she pulled out of 
the parking space. 

She had cut him cold, and he deserved it. 
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10 
He watched the little car recede along the street, then 
turn left and vanish. He frowned, for that street was not 
Congress Drive, and he pondered why she had taken it 
She could be calling on a friend, or—if it was not wishful 

thinking—possibly she wanted to talk with him but not in 
so public a place as the parking lot. He started the engine 
and drove on, making the turn she had made. The com¬ 

pact was parked at the end of the first block and Connie 

was still at the wheel, waiting. Apparently this was a street 

where nobody knew her. He slid in behind her car, killed 

the engine, got out and walked forward, 

She did not show surprise, nor did she smile when she 
turned and looked at him. He opened the door and slid 

into the seat with her. 
She said quietly, “Hello, Rock,” Her voice was casual, 

but he saw her cigarette tremble in her fingers. 

“Hello, Connie/’ he said. 
“A coincidence?” Her voice was a little tart. 
He shook his head. “No, and yes. Believe me, I wanted 

to see you. But I was only going up to Kelly’s for dinner, 

1 knew you live in Rio Vista and came over the bridge 

to see your house,” 
“Did you like it?” 
“If I were the one you share it with, Fd love it,” 
She looked at him quickly. “Rock—please, I nearly 

fainted when I ran into you in Ralph’s office. And the way 
you told me where you lived—and your sharp remarks 

weren’t very sporting.” 
“I’m sorry. I’ll have to confess. I saw your name and 
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address on your car keys that morning. And I haven’t 
bothered you. My business with your husband was legiti¬ 
mate. It never occurred to me that you’d meet him then.” 

Her features began to relax. “You knew all along how 
to reach me, but you didn’t try?” 

“Yes.” 
“Then I like you much better. I’m not in a happy posi¬ 

tion, you know, where you’re concerned.. I still can’t see 
how you can think me anything but a cheap bitch. And the 
way you talked in Ralph’s office and then popped in while 
I was having dinner, where I usually eat when I’m alone— 
well, you made me feel cheap—and rather dirty.” 

“I certainly don’t want to have that effect.” 
She asked tremulously, “And what do you think of me, 

now that you know Ralph’s really a nice guy?” 
“I’ll answer with my own question. Do you love him?” 
“No. But I wish I did.” 
“Did you love him when you married him?” 
She looked at him, her cheeks flushed. “The way a virgin 

regards a man who seems tailored to her dream of a per¬ 
fect husband. And Ralph would be, with the right wife. 
It’s not his fault that we can’t make it together. Doesn’t 
your own conscience bother you a little now that you’ve 
met him?” 

“Yes. A little,” Rock admitted. “But I can tell myself 
that the deal we’ve got going would be as profitable to his 
company as it would to me. Probably more. And I knew 
you and liked you plenty before I ever heard of him. So 
stop whipping yourself, Connie. I’m not in the habit of 
chasing chippies, and if I thought you were a tart, I 
wouldn’t have followed you from the restaurant. I can 
understand why—when you were driven to it—you 
picked a man you thought would remain a total stranger. 
I’ve certainly been impressed by your effort not to repeat. 
And I’m flattered to be the man you picked, the one time 
you slipped.” 

She looked at him, her eyes wide. “Honestly?” 
“I never meant anything more." 
Connie smiled wanly. “That makes me feel better. 
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But we’d better not stay here too long. I know a lot of peo¬ 
ple in Rio Vista.” 

“It’s getting dark. Why not a drive up the river?” 
Her glance was quick. “Not to park.” 
“You handle the wheel.” 
She hesitated, then he saw the slight toss of her head, 

and she started the engine. Instead of turning back down 
to River Street, she drove on up the slope and then 
slipped along a quiet residential street to come down to 
the artery just short of the bridge. A moment later they 
were moving away from the city, up the narrowing gorge 

of the river. 
Rock felt relaxed, at peace, just because he was being 

with her again, powerfully drawn to her as a woman, 
yet without the feverish sexual urgency that had charac¬ 
terized his feeling for Lisa. Connie was a different cup of 
tea. She had known gracious living at Bledsoe’s income 
level, but not enough luxury to spoil her. Corruption 
had not even come near her. With a bit of luck she could 
have been maturely in love with her husband, able to find 
fulfillment with him, and content to live a lifetime with 
him in that charming house. He knew Connie was deriving 
from this unexpected reunion an uplift of her own. She 
drove smoothly and not swiftly, the long moments of si¬ 
lence marked by her soft little smile. 

Night had come on fully when she turned off beside 
the highway. The place was deserted, and for a wild mo¬ 
ment he thought she weakened and was going to park. But 
she only made a loop without stopping and swung back 
onto the highway, heading toward the city. They still had 
said little to each other when finally she stopped again 
where he had left his car. 

He sat for a moment in her car before he got out. She 
was silent, but when he leaned slightly toward her, yearn¬ 
ing to kiss her, she shook her head. She drove away 
the moment he stepped out of the car, neither of them 
seeming to notice that they had not exchanged goodnights. 
He crossed the river, and slipped swiftly through the night 
traffic to Terrytown and home. 
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He had never done a more difficult thing. 
He was on the after deck, wishing he could get sleepy 

but knowing he would not, when the sound of the tele¬ 
phone jarred the silence. Flipping his cigarette across the 
rail, he rose and hurried to the instrument, hoping, almost 
praying. 

For a moment after he answered there was only a hang¬ 
ing silence. 

Then Connie's voice said, “We tried, didn’t we?” 
“Yes,” 
“And it’s no use, is it? 
“No,” 
“Do you have nosy neighbors?” 
“I never see them/* 
“Then I’m coming there.” 
“Yes/1 

She must have driven like the wind, for she was there 
within twenty minutes. He had left the door open, with 
the lights off, and she moved inconspicuously through the 
shadows to where he waited. Wordlessly she threw herself 
into his arms, and when they tightened around her the 
heedless urgencies took over. She shared them, shov/jg 
him her eagerness by the pressing, grinding flexes of her 
supple body, by the sounds of surrender and breathless 
anticipation from her throat. 

Rock said, “Is he apt to call you tonight?” 
“He won’t get there till late, and he never calls me in the 

night. He knows it frightens me.” 
“There’s an old three-quarter bed on the after deck,” 

he told her, “I moved it out there for us after you called. 
It’s private, and there are the river and stars,” 

“Take me there.” 
The next sound was of her utter delight when she 

felt him reach her fully. The stars were over him, then, 
reflected in her eyes, and the river waves lapped gently 
against the old hull as the tide came slowly in. It was as if 
they had never separated at the motel—though this was 
better. He was stone sober, without a hangover, and she 
had long been returned to her marital frustration. He felt 
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the charge build in her tensing body, felt her shudder 
and loosen all over, and then, not letting him leave her, 
matching herself to him, rising with him gradually toward 

the most wondrous peak in life. He knew how to hold, 
and this was something she had never known except with 
him, and with him she learned virtuosity, changing, rest¬ 

ing,mounting ever higher until the lightning could not be 

held back. 
Afterward, they lay looking at a sky of a million tiny 

points of light. The river ran sibilantly by, its little swells 

still rocking them as the tide rose high. Her naked body 

clung to him, and she held his head to her breast... 
Toward dawn she said in a tiny voice, “Please don’t 

be noble about it, darling, but I’m falling in love with 

you.” 
“Do you want to marry me?” 
“No. You needn’t be afraid of getting caught in some¬ 

thing sticky. I’ve just got to have this, and it’s not 

Ralph’s fault he can’t give it to me.” 
“Nor my fault that I can.” 
“So will you be my lover,” she whispered, “while he s 

away? I’d be a better wife to him without that secret 

thing driving me crazy.” 
“This has its dangers, you know." 

“If anybody’s got to get hurt, I’ll see it’s me, she 

promised. , . 
He wondered if Lisa would ever have made a resolve 

like that. He rubbed his face against Connie’s warm, 

soft breast, not sure what he felt for her in return, beyond 
a strong and wonderful desire and a great warmth and 

tenderness. 
“When my property’s disposed of, he warned, 111 be 

leaving the city.” ... T. 
“I know. It’s because it can’t last very long that I m 

willing to do it. Now, are you ready to make love again? 
He was ready, and she did not leave until the last stars 

were mu mg , . . . _ , , 
The week that followed was filled with heady, noc¬ 

turnal surrender and days of doubt for Rock that some- 
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times reached the proportions of remorse. Connie had an 
innate fastidiousness about letting him come to the house 
where she lived with her husband. On the other hand. 
Rock deemed it too dangerous for her to come to his 
place night after night—a repetitious pattern that could 
not help but attract notice in any treacherous quarter. 
They could go nowhere together openly, so their meetings 
wefe. in secret and pre-arranged places. Sometimes they 
met in an isolated area and then, in her car or his, drove 
to an even more remote beach or into the mountains or 
the countryside, to make long love under the sky and stars* 
Twice they ran the risk of registering in a motel far up 
or down the coast. And the days flew by. 

Always in the hard, clear light of morning Rock felt 
qualms. Connie never again mentioned love, but her re¬ 
actions more and more were those of a woman in deep 
emotional involvement. Rock’s feeling for her remained 
what it had been—a powerful attraction graced by a 
genuine liking for her and an enjoyment of her company. 
Physically they were matched perfectly, but emotionally 
there seemed to be no such meeting. He was bothered a 
great deal by this when he was away from her and the 
enormous appeal she had for him. It was one thing for 
them to play together for their mutual enjoyment. It was 
another for Connie to be hurt in it, even though she had 
assumed that risk readily at the outset. Yet as the day 
waned and dusk approached, he never failed to find these 
trepidations dissolving before his overpowering eagerness. 

Only once in the week was there an outside intrusion, 
and that came when Halleck telephoned. The attorney’s 
voice was bland, carrying no hint of the temper he had 
showed the last time they had discussed the Garnet estate. 

Cheerfully, Halleck said, “Fve got good news for you.” 
“You mean the property’s been probated?” Rock asked, 
“No, but the people who want it have upped their offer 

—to seventeen-five.” 
“That’s good news?” 

Halleck s voice chilled, “I haven’t forgotten your atti- 
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tude. But you forced them up, and I’d hoped that might 

satisfy you.” , 
“It doesn’t. So quit twisting my arm and settle that 

estate, will you?” „ „ „ , .j 
“That might take longer than I estimated, Halleck said 

coldly. “I’ve been going over your father’s income tax re¬ 
turns. It’s my legal duty to see that all tax liability is met. 
His books arc a mess, and I’m wondering if there shouldn’t 

be an audit.” 
“How long would that take?” 
“Depends.” Halleck broke the connection. 
Rock was scowling when he hung up. Even if he hired 

another, an honest lawyer, he could not hurry Halleck 
as long as the guy insisted he was only carrying out his 
legal responsibilities. Rock would then have to prove that 
Halleck was not doing so; that there was no basis for a tax 
audit or any other stalling tactic the man might devise. 
Halleck could hamper if not kill the deal with Coast 
Oil, and Harvey Anders would make it worth his while to 
upset Rock’s plans that way. 

Thursday came before either Rock or Connie could be¬ 
lieve the passing of their free time together, with Bledsoe 
due to return from his trip the next day. That was the 
second time in their week when Connie wanted all night 
together, and Rock met her in Northgate. They drove to 
Mirror Lake in the mountains and registered at a discreet 
motel at the edge of the summer resort. As usual, their first 
hour or so alone together was spent in releasing pent-up 
passions, but finally they lay still, contented to feel the 
touch of each other and talk or to be quiet, as it suited 
them. At first Connie was silent, and Rock sensed the 

deep sadness in her. , T 
“So it’s over,” she said wistfully, after a time, and I 

hate to think that you might be relieved.” 
Rock wondered how to answer that honestly. As far as 

being with her was concerned—having her in the ultimate 
freedom, enjoying the pleasant aftormatte like this one 
as far as that part went. Rock was, sure be would never 
grow tired of her. But luck could !iast only so long, and 
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while there was little that could happen to hurt him, Connie 
could be devastatrngly damaged if they were caught* He 
knew they should quit while they were ahead, much as he 
hated the draught of giving her up again to her unhappy 
Me with Bledsoe* J 

He mizzled her cheek with his nose, then kissed the 
cheek* 

“About as relieved,” he said, “as if I were to be hanged 
tomorrow*” & 

“Don’t be gallant,” 

“Connie, why do you always downgrade yourself?” 
Because I never can seem to stop feeling guilty. I know 

that, no matter what I call it, I’m acting like a bitch. 
Even falling in love with you is an unconscious whitewash 
job.” 

“You think you’re in love?” 

“1 know I am, and I know you aren’t in love with 
me, and don’t you dare lie to me. You’ve been wonderful 
to know, and I’m glad you happened to me, and there’s 
absolutely nothing for you to regret as far as I’m con¬ 
cerned.” 

“That describes my own feelings better than I could.” 
“You’re sweet. May I say it just once?” 
“Sure.” 
“I love you.” 

He could only kiss her with great tenderness. 
They left in time for her to be back in Rio Vista before 

daylight, and the separation in Northgate, where she 
got into her own car, was more painful than he had ex¬ 
pected. But she made it fast, as she had done the first 
time they had renounced each other, giving him a fleet 
gallant smile and driving swiftly away. 

He got back in his own car and waited there while he 
smoked a cigarette, letting her lose herself in the night 
before he followed. It had to be that way, two people who 
had met, had shared experiences and marvelous mo¬ 
ments together, then had found it necessary to part, , , 
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The voice on the wire was crisply efficient, a female voice 
that Rock placed even before its message labeled it. 
“Mr. Garnet? Mr. Bledsoe would like to speak with you." 

“Put him on,” Rock said. 
Waiting, he lifted a hand and stroked the nape of his 

neck, which for some reason had tightened. All through 
that Monday morning he had been tempted to call off the 
appointment with Bledsoe, dreading much more than he 
had expected to face and talk with him. Maybe Bledsoe 
would call it off, saying the company didn’t go for the 
automobile gas station and marina combination, 

Bledsoe was cheerful. “Hi, there. Say, how about my 
meeting you there instead of at my office? I’ve never taken 
a real good look at that property. Okay?” 

“Fine.” At least, apparently the idea had not been 
knocked in the head by Bledsoe’s superiors. “How do we 
stand with your VP friend?” 

“Well, 1 don’t want to rouse your hopes,” Bledsoe an¬ 
swered, “but I’m authorized to go into the explorations.” 

“I hope they hold up.” 
“At present I don’t see why they shouldn’t. Where shall 

I meet you—at the old diner?” 
“Good a place as any.” 
“How about lunch? We could drive on up to Kelly’s.” 
“Swell.” Getting that intimate with the man was more 

than Rock had bargained for, but there was no graceful 
way to decline. “If you’ll be my guest.” 

“Fair enough.” 
Rock took a shower and got into a suit, with shirt and 

93 



tie. Why the hell should he be so nervous? He had met 
Connie, through no initiative of his own, before he knew 
that Bledsoe existed. Yet that sounded as if Rock blamed 
Connie. She was not to blame for the failure of that 
mysterious chemistry of sex to work between her and her 
husband. She could not be faulted, because it had worked 
wonderfully well between her and himself. 

The realization began to dawn on Rock that he was 
jealous of Bledsoe. He resented the fact that Connie had 
an obligation to the guy, and that she realized and re¬ 
spected her responsibilities. Since Friday she must have 
let him make love to her more than once, as was Bledsoe's 
moral and legal right. And that was a laugh, like the joke 
about the secretary who was sore because she suspected 
her boss of having an affair with his own wife. 

But he was more than jealous. No matter how he tried 
to clean it up, he had given Bledsoe a dirty deal. While 
the projected business with the oil company could be looked 
on as a matter of mutual interest. Rock still had to play 
the hypocrite in his negotiations with the man. The truth 
was that his conscience bothered him as much as Connie’s 
moral pangs gouged her—only Connie faced the fact more 
honestly. This was the first time Rock had suffered that 
way from having a woman. 

He was waiting at the intersection when Bledsoe drove 
onto the worn old parking lot in a company car. The oil 
man got out and looked around, making Rock acutely 
conscious of the decrepit condition of the buildings on his 
property and in the neighborhood surrounding it. The 
parking area, long unused, had sprouted wild grass, and 
abandonment seemed to have hastened all the other 
processes of deterioration. The houseboats down the slope, 
while still occupied, reminded him of a marine boneyard. 

“I hope," Rock said, standing beside Bledsoe, “that 
you’re seeing it after the transformation.” 

Bledsoe laughed. “Sure. How much of this intersection 
area’s in the parcel—just the graveled part?” 

“Oh, no. The line’s a hundred feet on south/* 
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“Nice frontage. And there’s the same amount of river¬ 
front?” 

“More, The north and south lines don’t run parallel.” 
“Much roomier than I anticipated,” Bledsoe was pleased. 
They waited for a break in the traffic, and Bledsoe 

seemed impressed by the fact that they had quite a wait. 
They crossed the highway and went down the slope to the 
houseboats, “Not a bad grade,” Bledsoe commented. Rock 
showed him the extent of the waterfront, knowing he should 
invite the guy into his old boat. Most people were curious 
about houseboats, and it would be common courtesy to 
offer him a drink. Yet he could not bring himself to do it, 
for he was too acutely conscious of the bed still on the 
after deck, where he and Connie had spent a night in 
abandoned passion. 

Bledsoe was looking at the bobbing structures. “How 
much rent do you collect from those things?” he asked. 

“That's something I just don’t know,” Rock admitted. 
“There’s obviously some kind of income that the executor’s 
been collecting. Mike used to get twenty-five a month for 
them, but they’re badly run down now, and the tenants 
don’t look exactly prosperous.” 

“I don’t suppose they have leases to complicate mat¬ 
ters?” 

“No. Dad didn’t operate that way. If he liked some¬ 
body’s looks and he had a vacancy, they could move in. 
If they wanted to leave, they Could go. Would you Idee 
to see the inside of the one I’m using?” 

Bledsoe glanced at his wrist watch. “I’d like to, but 
maybe we’d better go on up to Kelly’s. I’ve another ap¬ 
pointment at one-thirty,” 

And that suited Rock fine. 
They drove on up the river in the company car. The 

restaurant was already filling with people up from the 
city for lunch. Bledsoe was acquainted there, and soon 
they had a table on the terrace over the river. Bledsoe 
seemed preoccupied. 

A waitress came to take the orders, a pneumatic bru¬ 
nette who did a neat job of filling out the uniform in which 
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Kelly dressed his female help. She enlivened Bledsoe, 
somewhat to Rock’s surprise, and when she left he noticed 
that the man’s eyes followed her bobbing derriere. 

“You know,” Bledsoe said, then, “there’s another pack¬ 
age that could be even more profitable to you in long- 
range terms. Provided, of course, that the urban renewal 
thing goes through, which is vital to what my company 
might do with the property, too.” 

“What’s that?” 
“Just what you’ve got there now, except on a more 

lavish scale—houseboat rentals. Like those at Rio Vista. 
I know they keep full, and I understand that they get a 
fancy rent.” 

“So docs every other income property up at Rio Vista.” 
“But here you’ve got a wider river and a better view. 

The Rio Vista houseboats look across at empty country, 
while here you see Underhill and part of the Heights. A 
ritzy view, and that counts.” 

“Could be,” Rock agreed. “But I haven’t the capital for 
that.” 

Bledsoe leaned forward. “You could borrow more than 
enough on a property like this.” 

And lose my shirt. Say, are you trying to let me down 
easy?” 

“Yes and no—mostly no. We’re interested, and as far 
as the service station part goes, it’s a deal right now if 
you like. The doubtful feature with the people upstairs is 
the marina. We’ll have to see for ourselves if enough boat 
traffic comes up the river to justify one. Most of the boats 
seem heading the other way.” 

“Plenty of it comes upstream,” Rock assured him. “Ski¬ 
ing, fishrng and plain boat riding. Not everyone can afford 
a craft capable of putting over the bar to sea.” 

“I know. But what will the hard figures show? My 
friend Forsythe in real estate usually follows my rec¬ 
ommendations. And, of course, I’ll have to recommend 
what I think is to the company’s best interests.” 

“Sure. And there’ll be no hard feelings on my part if you 
fed obliged to turn thumbs down.” 
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Bledsoe smiled. “So I was pointing out that you have a 
fine chance to become a capitalist yourself, if need be* H 
you went in for larger boats of better construction, you'd 
have room for only five or six* Fifty thousand would build 
and furnish them, and you’d get five hundred a month re¬ 
turn from them/’ 

“I'm too chicken to risk it*” 
“You could underwrite it with a long-term lease to 

us for the intersection. If I had your setup, I wouldn't 
even be trying to lease the river frontage, I feel a moral 
obligation to point that out.” 

Rock glanced at him sharply. That this guy should 
feel a moral obligation, when , . . Roughly, Rock said, 
“But I don’t want to stay in this town.” 

“Fine. And we'd like to cut in on the river trade, if we 
can find the right location. We'll hope the investigation 
proves you've got what we need in that respect, too*” 

The waitress came with their orders. She had grown 
aware of her effect on Bledsoe and smiled at him, and 
again the oil man watched her wistfully while she walked 
away* Yet he did not strike Rock as a chaser* There was 
nothing in his manner to indicate that he played around* 
He was, Rock decided, simply a man with a chronic 
hunger resulting from unsatisfactory conditions at home. 
Even if he was not conscious of Connie’s frigidity, he suf¬ 
fered from it. In consequence, he conducted a vagrant 
search, mainly unconscious, for a woman who could make 
up what his wife's lovemaking lacked. Rock felt an un¬ 
expected twinge of pity for him* Connie was not the only 
loser in their marriage. 

Rock wondered what Connie would do if she realized 
that her husband suffered also, if it would change her at¬ 
titude about leaving the guy. If she broke with Bledsoe, 
Rock asked himself, would he want to marry her? Not 
since the days when he had supposed he and Lisa would 
eventually marry had he seriously considered marriage 
for its own sake. He had never had trouble finding outlets 
for his sex energy. He did not seem cut out for the slippers- 

and-pipe routine. 
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Bledsoe drove him back to Terrytown and went on at 
once to keep his other appointment. He promised to give 
Rock his decision as soon as possible, while warning him 
that it would take a little time. That suited Rock at the 
moment, because the property had to be under his own 
control before he could close anything besides the deal 
Halleck was trying to pressure him into making. 

He knew he would get nowhere with the attorney, who 
was bucking for a fat bribe. But he began to wonder if he 
could impress Anders with the futility of trying to acquire 
the Y-intersection. By evening he had decided to make 
the try and, since he planned to eat his dinner out. Point 
Vista seemed a good place to have it. Around eight o’clock 
he got in the old Ford and crossed the bridge to Underhill 
to make the climb to the bald and lofty top of Finnegan’s 
Knob. 

When he drove between the massive pillars, he saw that 
Point Vista had again drawn a heavy patronage from the 
city and its suburbs. He parked, switched off the engine 
and sat for a moment with his eyes fixed on the city below, 
and the winking buoy lights on down at the channel 
mouth. How gratifying it must be to Anders to sit up here 
on the Hill with the social crowd and view the city that 
poured so much money into his coffers. 

And how satisfying it would be, Rock thought, to make 
Anders pour some of that money back into Terrytown, the 
district that had given Anders his start but which he now 
despised. One way or another, Rock determined, he would 
close a deal with Coast Oil and develop the Garnet 
property on a scale equal to anything Anders himself 
would do, thereby giving Anders no excuse to welsh on 
his commitment. If he could not lease all the property to 
Coast Oil, it would be worth while to follow Bledsoe’s sug¬ 
gestion—borrow enough to build a few first-class house¬ 
boats as an income property. A long-term lease of the 
intersection for a gas station would guarantee his ability 
to pay off the loan. In ten years he could own, free and 
clear, a property worth a hundred thousand, with income in 
proportion. And that, for a road construction cat skinner, 
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would not be bad. Rock flipped away the cigarette and 

left the car. . 
He walked quickly through the foyer and glanced into 

the bar, wondering if he might glimpse Lisa. He did not. 
He was moving toward the dining room when he stopped, 
his attention captured by a girl as darkly stunning as Lisa. 
She was dressed simply but beautifully, and she carried a 
bag. He smiled a welcome, but he thought she gave a start 
when she saw him. Yet she turned to him. 

“Hello again, Rock,” Elaine said. “I didn’t expect to 

see you here.” 
He had a feeling that the meeting had embarrassed her. 

“Am I lucky enough to find that you’re alone, this eve¬ 
ning? Or at least that you could join me for dinner.” 

Elaine smiled and shook her head. “Sorry. I’m meeting 
someone. But you told me you would phone me, Rock, 
and you haven’t done it,” 

Maybe she was what he needed to help him forget 
Connie while he waited for Bledsoe’s report. He said cheer¬ 
fully, “I’ve been pretty busy, but I’ve got it in mind. I’ll 

call you very soon.” 
“Good.” She laid her hand on his arm for an instant, 

glanced along the hallway, then said ruefully, “I’d like to 
chat, but I’m late. I do want to hear from you, Rock. 

“You will.” .... 
He watched her move toward the bar. Mildly curious as 

to the man she would meet, he decided to have a drink at 
the bar before dinner. But when he stepped through the 
archway, he hesitated, feeling a sudden tension. 

Elaine had stopped at the end of the bar and was talk¬ 
ing to two men. One was Harvey Anders, who was intro¬ 
ducing a stranger to Elaine. She was standing so that 
Anders was facing him. The years had marked Anders; 
he was older, his hair white, and his shoulders more sloped 
than they had been five years before. Anders said some¬ 
thing to the couple he had introduced, then glanced idly 

about the crowded room. 
Rock felt the man’s gaze hit him with an almost tangible 

impact, and he saw the smile die on Andacs’ face. For a 
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momeni those cold eyes were fixed on him, then Anders 
oe a^ay. The stranger said something to Elaine who 

smiled and nodded her head. Anders moved off, aSK 

£! ?“ abar Sto°'’. aPP"ently in no hurry now to meet 

That wmilJl3aSJ5'S 'f—:abhnd date arranged by Anders? 
2ST21 ^ ?dd’ cofldermS how callously Anders had 
i • d P Wlat once had been her close friendship with 

isa Rock scowled, changed his mind about the drink 
turned and went back to the lobby. 

_ ^e. wfs bSj|ting a cigarette when he became aware that 
somebody had stopped beside him. He lowered the lighter 
and turned his head to look again into the bitter eyes of 
Harvey Anders. Rock had expected and wanted this 
Anders didnt like his being here, and that could mean 
that Lisa was somewhere on the premises. Did Anders 

ShT hlSj°D ^ for h,s Precious daughter’s suscep- 

60^,o!SItr°0““’ A°<l“s said' “Lookin*tor “me- 

Only Anders'’ eyes and the tight line bracketing his 
mouth showed his tension. By now he would have had 
some unpleasant news from Tom Halleck about Rock’s re¬ 
fusal to give the corporation his option. He might have 
learned that Rock had already been here once, had seen 
^ isa and had talked with her. And there was the possibility 
Jat he suspected Lisa of telling Rock the truth about the 
lerrytown Development Corporation. 

objection?^*** * ^ dropped 111 for dinoer> Anders. Any 

You don’t need to be told that you’re not welcome 
here,” Anders said. 

. Z**?? way to get rid of me* Anders,” Rock said 
softly. And it’s not as crude as those muscle bovs you 
once used. Tell your boy Halleck to get the lead out and 
settle my father’s estate. That’s a fast way to get me out 
ot town again, so you can stop worrying about Lisa.” 
r_ “She’s washed you up. Garnet,” Anders said, coldly 
furious. She’s been through with you for years.” 

100 



“And she’s in love with your trained seal? But you re 
not sure of that, Anders, not sure at all." 

Anders had not given up hope of acquiring a coveted 
property from a man he hated and feared. He near y gave 
way to a raging outburst, then checked it, turne an 

strode off into an inner hall. , 
Convinced by the man’s strong reactions that Lisa was 

somewhere in Point Vista, Rock moved toward &e dining 
area, joining the group of people outside the velvet rope, 
and in about five minutes be was shown to a small table. 
Then, looking about, he saw her with Casey FarreU at one 
of the better tables by a view window. From his own 
cramped table against a blank inner wad, Rock could 
watch her covertly, with little chance of being observed. 
He ordered a steak, biding his time. 

When the waiter moved away, Rock saw Lisa looking 
toward him. He smiled at her, but her face did not 
change expression before she turned her head and looked 
out the window, and he wasn’t sure she had.seen.him._S 
and Casey had nearly finished their meal. Lisa lit a cig 
rette, impatiently puffing it, and they were not bothering 
with conversation. She did not look toward Rock again 
and so pointedly did she avoid him that Rock was posi¬ 
tive sbePwas thoroughly aware of his presence. She had 
left him in anger the other night, because he had laid her 

open to suspicion of treachery. 
He had finished his steak when he saw Lisa say some¬ 

thing to her husband, who rose hesitantly, then turned an 

1CfThe" waiter had come up to Rock’s table, meanwhile, 

saying, “Dessert, sir?" 
“Just my check.” . 
Rock paid the check and threaded his way across the 

crowded room to Lisa. She gave him a noncommittal, up- 

slanted glance, not speaking* , * * j 
He stood smiling down at her. “May 1 join you? he said. 
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12 
Sence Continued Rock thought she was ig¬ 

noring him, pretending that he no longer existed in her 
scheme of things. Then she smiled slightly and said “Whv 
do you suppose I sent Casey away?” * * y 

ST8, "From <hc sudd“ chiU when J 
^ toS. vac Bjfai to buiy me in the 

“I had to. Rock. There are two men here tonight who 
hate your guts—my father and Casey ” ^ 

so they think you tipped me off?” 

fix that ',!ia?lbbed 0tUt ter cigarette‘ “r took steps to 
. at one. Casey only hates you for fouling up his 

autiful project. He doesn’t know anything about vou 
--.Jbutttn* does have reason to suspect * 

foui’ Sfd to ?? y0U and apolo^e for Panicking.* i 
S2J ,fg<^7uU: ^fterWard> 1 decided rd made an idiot 
of myself and had better forget the whole business.” 

He said, I saw Elaine a while ago. Oddly, Harvev 

“ ““ m’ “ “ “e had ““Bed * 
A strange look came into Lisa’s eyes. “That’s exactlv 

what ..was,” aha said. "Harvey 

“ «"! it *■*. supplying he, XSS 

hisguiltcompS*' S“mS “ “J** 10 wo,fc «»■ 
I m surprised she’d have anything to do with Harvey,” 
Eiaine makes the best of things. The same as I do 

Kock, did 1 queer myself badly with you?” 
“You only confirmed what I’d already suspected, Lisa. 
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I finally got used to the idea that your father traded your 
very lovely body for a son-in-law he thought most statable 

to carry on his business, if not his bloodline. 
“That’s a very nasty thing to say," Lisa rernar ' 

out resentment, “and, unfortunately, vety true. Sarvy 
thinks attractive girls should be made into harlots s y ■ 
SrfS* use in the world. And in so^ ways h. 

theory pays off. So put away the toe, darling, 
oracticallv nothing you can say about him or me ° 
Casey £ I won’t admit.” She smiled again. So now that 
Tve painted this unmistakable portrait for you, would you 
Ite SleTme again? Casey's going out oi town soon. I 

wish you’d say yes.” watched 
“I’ll never stop wanting you, Lisa. Kock 

her thoughtfully. Involving himself with her once m 
te tiTmete physical pleasure she could gtve to wonH 
be stupid if he had not other angles now to consider. Her 
£,Xtar to sea and toe sea witohh, showed nakerfiy 

to her eyes. This eternal hunger. Rock “ 
probably been sharpened because her father 
jealous and had forbid his daughter any sexual fuffiU 
ment But the thought now occurred to Rock that Lisa s 
“ot desire Sr him Sight be used to free Harvey’s grasp 

from the Garnet property. 
Rock smiled at her. “So I surely would lik» to see you 

again/* 

S SfrTto waited to say, “Teh me s^ 
thiS STcS you be so inwardly defiant and ,e. so 
outwardly obedient to your father? 

“I’ve explained that. I’m just rotten spoiled by what 

he’s worked so hard to give me” 
“There’s more than that.” M h 
Lisa looked away. “Perhaps. But I doubtifyoudbe 

lieve it. He loves me. Truly, but also—well—arueUy. 
was something pretty wonderful that happened to him. 

S. “it’s -fie only tog behind hn toto £<>“£ 
hut T save it focus. Now you had better go. Her 

tophtoly aotr. “Until later, then. Rock,” she sard. 
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He nodded, rose, and walked out 

fTr> h" Waf DOt “*PriKd to see An- 
(ters hurry off m the other direction. Harvey was in a 
post .on where he could not explain all his fears to his 
son-m-law without reflecting seriously u?on lU £ 

?#P*?..had 001116 to ^er Lisa had sent him 
h ^ room> ^^ers had grown worried about 

h« £7 f®6 fd hcr lover on the prem- 
T Checked’ “d had seen them talking inti- 

So? u133 WereA sdH suscePtible to Rock’s masculine 
JjTj*‘on> Harvey Anders knew with a crushing clarity 
*at be ODiy had 006 of choices: He couId either give 
up Shore Acres or he could risk a domestic explosion that 

^ break*uP of ^ daughter’s marriage. 
And the latter would destroy more than his precious 
development project could ever give him. 

droveback ^ Terrytown with a feeling that he had 
either loosened Anders’ grip, or that he had loosed a 
tiger* 

J?Put *? toe next day exploring Bledsoe’s alternate 
suggestion that he himself build first-class rentals on the 
waterfront, underwriting the venture by leasing the inter¬ 
section. What he liked most about the idea was the sense 
01 long-range purpose it gave him. 

Rock made his own dinner, but found his own com- 
pany too much to bear. His loneliness increased and around 
eight o clock he decided to see if Elaine was free for the 
evening. 

She answered on the third ring. 
So you finally did it, ’ she said, unmistakably pleased. 

Rock laughed. “Free this evening?” 
“Footloose and fancy-free. Come on over.” 
Same lived on the ninth floor, he found, and when he 

reached her door she ushered him into a pleasantly large, 
attractively furnished living room. Her tall, slim figure 
was as superb in black tailored slacks and white silk 
blouse as it had been in more feminine attire. She looked 

«SLfriendJy’fnd obviously pleased to have his company. 
Sit down. Rock, while I fix a drink. I should warn 
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you I’m bursting with reminiscences. I haven’t seen an 
old, true, ever-loyal buddy in a long time. Have you?” 

“I saw Lisa last night.” 
She glanced at him sharply. “Where?” 
“Point Vista, after I saw you. You don’t see her any 

more?” 
“I saw her the other day,” Elaine said and went on into 

another room. As an afterthought, she called, “I don’t 
count her as an old, true, ever-loyal buddy.” 

He walked over to the picture wfindow that gave a 
grand view of the river and the old Tsnytown district on 
the far side. He wondered how often she stood there, 
looking across to where she and he had been bom. He 
lit a cigarette and glanced around the room. Whatever 
kind of work she had gone into, she was making plenty 
of money, that much was clear. 

Elaine returned with daiquiris and they seated them¬ 
selves on the wide silk sofa. She sipped her drink, studying 
him over the rim of the glass. 

“You fulfilled the promise you made as a kid, Rock. 
You’re a very handsome guy.” 

“Why, thanks. And I could say much the same about 
you, Elaine. Some girls who have it as kids lose it when 
they grow up. But you broke the rule.” 

“I’ve broken quite a lot of them, Rock.” 
She was probably alluding to the reputation she made 

for herself in her last couple of years in high school. He 
supposed the chief reason he never had investigated for 
himself was because she bad grown up next door. That 
had put her somewhat in the kid-sister category. 

To put her at ease, he said lazily, “Elaine, do you re¬ 
member the time you made a fast trip to the john at my 
house and sat on a toilet seat Dad had just finished paint¬ 
ing?” 

“Do I?” Elaine threw back her head, laughing. "What 
I never told you is that Mom nearly fainted when she 
saw my behind. That white ring turned scarlet before she 
got the paint scrubbed off.” 

Memories were what they both needed, he realized; 
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something to make them forget for a while what had hap¬ 
pened in the years since they were carefree kids. But 
after a while there came a sudden, lingering silence. 

Then Elaine said, “You’ve stayed in Terrytown longer 
than I expected, Rock.” 

“Longer than I expected, too. And I might make it 
permanent, Elaine.” 

She sat straighter on the sofa, her glance sharpening. 
“You mean that?” 

He needed to talk it over with somebody, and no one 
knew the old neighborhood, its aspects and history, bet¬ 
ter than she did. “Well, it’s quite a story. I suppose you 
noticed the piece in the paper about the Terrytown De¬ 
velopment Corporation.” She nodded. “The lawyer han¬ 
dling the estate, a guy named Halleck, was very anxious 
for me to let him close a deal with it. I damned near let 
him, too. Then I found out that the corporation is mainly 
Harvey Anders and his fireball son-in-law.” 

He heard her suck in her breath. “How’d you learn 
that?” 

Rock evaded a direct answer. “I dug up plenty of evi¬ 
dence pointing that way.” 

Her frown indicated that she felt as he did about An¬ 
ders’ sneaky effort to trick him. “You’d rather keep the 
property than let them have it?” 

“Any day. But I don’t have to, because I can force 
Harvey to deliver on his promise to rehabilitate the neigh¬ 
borhood at cost, or to admit publicly how phony the 
whole thing is by refusing to go ahead without my 
property.” 

“How can you do that?” she cried. 
He found himself telling her about his negotiations with 

Coast Oil. “At first I only wanted to skunk Anders,” he 
confessed. “Lately I’ve started thinking I'd like to try 
something on my own hook. I’ve done nothing but drift 
since I left this town. I guess I’m tired of it.” 

“I’ll be darned.” Elaine was growing excited. “Catching 
Harvey In a bind like that is a neat trick. I doubt if any¬ 
body’s ever done it. Rock.” 
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“Well, he isn’t caught yet,” Rock admitted. 
‘‘Who’s the man at Coast Oil?” She turned to him 

eagerly. “I meet a lot of the big wheels here. Maybe 
I could do you some good.” 

‘‘Ralph Bledsoe, but he’s for it, and he pulls plenty 
of weight, but he’s got to assure himself that it’s a sound 
proposition.” 

She shook her head. “I’m afraid I don’t know him.” 
She smiled and leaned back, the flexing of her body tight¬ 
ening the blouse over her splendid breasts. She glanced 
at him and said softly, “I guess you never knew what a 
crush I had on you, Rock, in the old days. But you fell 
for my girl friend.” 

“You’re kidding.” 
“No, I did, truly. But you couldn’t see me for Lisa.” 
“Unfortunately.” 
“Yes. Maybe we’d both be better off if we’d never laid 

eyes on that girl. Maybe I’d have a few scruples left.” 
He laughed. “I doubt that you need to worry on that 

score, Elaine. No more than any of us need to.” 
She grew suddenly somber. “You don’t know. What I 

might have done to you. Rock, what I might still do. Be¬ 
cause I can’t help myself.” 

“Hey,” he protested, "we’ve only had three drinks. 
That’s not enough for a crying jag.” 

“A fourth should fix it up,” she said. “Ready?” 
He glanced at his watch. “Nearly eleven. I ought to go.” 
“There’s time for a nightcap.” 
“Fine.” 
She was back in a moment, smiling again. She handed 

him his glass, then seated herself on the edge of the daven¬ 
port. She took a sip of the drink, then put it on the coffee 
table, twisting to catch his hands in her own. 

“I’d like to do something nice for you, too, Rock,” she 
murmured. “Would you like to stay here tonight? No 
other man has.” 

He stared into her searching eyes. “My God, Elaine 
—what man wouldn’t like to?” 

She reached out and snapped off the table lamp, leav- 
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ing only the indirect glow of the hidden moulding lights. 
He sat there while she rose swiftly, turned and stood 

facing him. Her slender fingers zipped down the slide- 
fastener of her black slacks. She stepped out of them 
and he saw, below the briefest panties of nylon lace, her 
exquisitely molded slender legs. But by that, time her full, 
long-sleeved silken blouse was off, fluttering like an 
autumn leaf to rest upon the slacks. She wore only a nar¬ 
row bra under the blouse, and soon that, too, was added 
to the little heap of clothes on the carpet. And the sight 
of her breasts, two white, rose-tipped, saucy mounds, made 
him draw in his breath sharply. 

Smiling, she took a step toward him. “Paralyzed?” she 
asked. 

Hypnotized, ’ Rock whispered. “My God, you’re won¬ 
derful, Elaine.” 

As if in answer, she wriggled out of the panties. Then 
she came to him and began to remove his clothing, slowly, 
as if she found every movement exciting. This was the 
first time all evening that they had touched physically, 
and now his flesh seemed to flame from her deft, cares¬ 
sing touch. When she fell back, pulling him with her, his 
urgency drove him, hard and sure, to her. 

For a moment her hands held him still. Her whisper 
came close to his ear, husky with passion. “I want you to 
know something, darling. This is truly the first time.” 

He could not help lifting his head to look at her eyes. 
Although her lids were closed, there was an expression of 
utter content on her face, so soft and beautiful in the dim 
lighting. 

“The first time I ever gave myself to a man. Rock. 
The others—bought me.” 

“Ah, Elaine—” 
“Don’t take it away from me. Do it.” 
They lay panting in each other’s arms, and his heart 

had started to slow down when he realized that she was 
crying softly. He said nothing, for he understood so much, 
now, that before had puzzled him. 

After a moment she said, “Why couldn’t you have been 
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the first one? Why couldn’t it have been always like this?” 
“Forget it and think of us right now, Elaine. You and I 

together are all that matter in the world.” 
“Yes. All right. I will.” 
Some time in the pre-dawn darkness he dressed and 

left her apartment. Outside, he started the old Ford and 
drove home to Terrytown. 
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13 
Crossing the foyer on his way to find Lisa, Anders stopped 
for a moment to stare at the back of a man striding briskly 
out the front entrance. But the fellow was not Rock 
Garnet, whose image had burned in his brain like a hot 
coal ever since the encounter here at Point Vista, two 
nights before. Anders swore at himself. He was much too 
jumpy, he knew, and would have to get himself under 
control. He hurried on* 

That he could be so unnerved by the man who had 
once been his daughter’s lover came as a shock to Anders. 
But the anxiety continued to gnaw in him since he had 
seen Garnet and Lisa together at the restaurant. The last 
five years had changed Garnet from a callow youth to a 
broad-shouldered, resolute man who obviously would 
not be shoved around without a fight. And these qualities 
had disturbed Anders, not only because they showed that 
he had sadly underestimated the younger man, but be¬ 
cause Garnet bad the rugged male energy that would 
appeal to any woman. To Lisa, especially. 

If he could have had his way, Anders thought, he 
would have kept his daughter as the shrine of beauty and 
purity that she really was to him .. . 

He found Lisa in the bar where he had left her while 
he talked with a man in his office. She was still alone, 
and her sullen face as she glanced up at him, reminded 
him of her earlier reluctance, which had flared close to 
anger, when he had ordered her to accompany him to 
Point Vista. She knew as well as her father did that he 
had insisted only because Casey was out of town. At Point 
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Vista, Lisa would be relatively safe from meeting Garnet; 
but alone and unguarded at home—well, anything might 
happen. Garnet, almost certainly, would meet her. 

Anders said, “I’m free now. Would you like to come 
down to my office and read?” 

“I want to go home,” she said. 
“I’ll leave early,” he promised, “but I still have a few 

important things to do.” 
Anders watched her, knowing she was close to the point 

of rebellion, but afraid actually to rebel. All her life, 
until she had married Casey, Harvey Anders had shep¬ 
herded her, and she had become thoroughly broken in 
to his playing watchdog. Besides, Anders reflected, if Lisa 
now made any overt break for independence, she knew 
he would retaliate at once. For example, he could investi¬ 
gate further what she had been up to while he and Casey 
both had been out of town. Actually, Anders feared to 
reopen that subject for as it was, the interlude when Lisa 
had been alone in the city had given him some bad mo¬ 

ments. 
When Tom Halleck had reported on Anders’ return, 

that Garnet seemed wholly familiar with the plans for 
Shore Acres, Anders had been stricken by sick suspicion. 
Then Lisa had told him that she had seen Elaine Carmody, 
and that Elaine had vilely slandered him by saying that 
he had ushered her into prostitution at the age of four¬ 
teen. Elaine, too, had known about Shore Acres, and 
Elaine was much more likely than Lisa to act as traitor. 
Elaine’s motive had been all to clear to Anders for years. 

Since Lisa had refused to believe ill of him, he had re¬ 
fused to believe ill of her, and had planned to pay off 
Elaine at his first opportunity. Now, however, Anders 
was not so sure. Dark doubts, never far below the surface 
of his devious mind, began their ghastly stirrings. Recal¬ 
ling the excitement on Lisa’s face when he had secretly 
watched her talking with Garnet, Anders felt a sick chill 
of premonition. 

Lisa was staring up at him now in obvious ill temper, 
but resignedly she rose and went with him down the long 
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halL As they turned into a narrower passage, she said 
bitterly, “Couldn’t you have one of the servants spy on 
me at home. At least there Fd be more comfortable,” 

Anders felt his shoulder muscles tense, but he did not 
reply until they had entered his office and he had closed 
the door. He walked on and sat behind his desk, staring 
at her. 

“What gives you the idea Fm watching you?” he said 
softly. 

Oh, God.” Lisa had remained standing, and she started 
pacing restlessly about the room. “So I talked with Rock 
Garnet again the other evening. Does that justify spying 
on me?” 

Anders said stiffly, “Considering your past relationship 
with him, I should say that I was completely justified.” 

“You're trying to tell me that the minute you turn your 
back, IH jump into bed with him again.” 

Anders felt as if something metallic and cold, like a 
gun muzzle, was pressing on the nape of his neck. Nerves 
again. He had suspected how far Lisa had gone, but she 
had never before openly admitted that she had been Gar¬ 
net's mistress. Now she seemed to throw it in his face with 
that “again.” 

He realized now that he was overestimating her submis¬ 
siveness, and if he drove her to open defiance, she would 
be capable of any rash act. He told himself he must ease 
off. 

So he said mildly, “Go along home, if you like-—take 
my car. Fll have one of the boys drive me down as soon as 
I can leave.” 

Granting Lisa that small victory had been wise, he 
saw by her faint smile. She started to say something, 
then stopped abruptly at the sound of the knob turning 
in the dosed door. 

Never before had anyone dared disobey Anders’ stand¬ 
ing orders to respect his privacy. When his office door was 
closed, that meant as clearly as a printed sign, keep out 

—THIS MEANS you. And the “you” included Lisa and 

his son-in-law* 
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So now, when the latch clicked and the door was swiftly 
opened, Lisa was aghast. Her father had half-risen behind 
his desk, surprise and anger in his eyes. Nor did the sight 
of the intruder—Elaine Carmody—dispel his irritation. 
Seeing the girl’s amused smile, the self-confidence in her 
walk as she crossed to him, Anders knew that here was 

trouble. 
Scowling, he sank back in his chair, then turned to Lisa. 

“Run along, dear. I’ll be home pretty soon.” 
And Lisa walked out without a word or a glance to her 

former friend. 
Elaine closed the door then turned back to Anders, 

who was slumped back in his chair, lighting a cigarette. 
“Damn it, Elaine, you know the rules about this office. 
What’s the idea of barging in here?” 

“Only to save your neck, darling. If you think it’s worth 

it.” 
“Interesting.” He eyed her warily. “Well, what’s the 

story?” 
“You know you haven’t a prayer of getting hold of 

the Garnet property don’t you?” 
“I haven’t given up on it.” He scowled, “Not by a long 

shot.” „ . 
“You might as well throw in the towel, Harvey, she 

said. “Unless I decide to get that land for you, Listen: 
I saw Rock Garnet last night. He doesn’t know the dirty 
deal I gave him when I worked out on Tom Halleck for 
you. Nor the dirty deal 1*11 give him again—if I get my 

price.” . 
“Oh, of course,” Anders said scornfully. “A price. 
“Just that, Harvey dear, and it’ll be a steep one. Be¬ 

cause I’ve always had you on the hook, you know. What, 
for God’s sake, did you think your lousy little twenty 
dollars would buy when you shoved it down my dress 

that night in that aUey?” 
Anders felt his cheeks stiffen. “Go on.” 
“Rock’s dug up a much better prospect for his property 

than your phony corporation/’ 
Anders leaned forward. “Did he say so?” 
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“Harvey, that’s only the beginning, believe roe. You 
made one of the juiciest boo-boos of your life when you 
gave that publicity drool to the paper. That committed you 
to go ahead with your improvement project with_or 
without—the Garnet property. Hell, as a public-spirited, 
selfless pillar of our community, you can’t do anything 
else. But if Garnet sells you out, you’ll either go ahead 
and take your losses like a little man. Or you’11 kill the 
project—and thereby make a public confession that 
you’re out for all you can get, and this public-spirited, 
selfless, die-for-dear-old-Tenytown jazz is nothing but so 
much crapola. It’ll cost you plenty, Harvey, to be able to 
hold your head up in this town.” 

Anders’ face took on a gray-greenish cast. He could feel 
the cold, hard lump grow in the pit of his stomach. Every¬ 
thing that Elaine had said was true, and he knew it. 

“And you can save the day?" he said, trying to control 
his voice. “How?” 

“By bringing up my woman’s secret weapon,” Elaine 
smiled. “And fortunately for you, I can use mine more 
skillfully than most girls .. . Harvey, I know the name of 
the guy Rock’s dealing with. And he’ll be the one to 
decide, actually, whether you crow or crawl.” 

Weakly, Anders said, “Okay. So you’ll work out on 
him. For how much?” 

"Damages,” Elaine said coolly, “will be plenty. You 
don’t know how long I’ve waited for this chance. I’ve 
ached for it, starved for it, hurt for it. And now that I’ve 
got it. I’m going to do something damned horrible to one 
of the finest guys I know,” 

Anders’ face was expressionless. “How much?” 
“For fixing the deal your way, I want twenty per cent 

of Shore Acres.” 
“You’re nuts.” 
“Okay. You’ll have a hundred per cent of humiliation.” 

Elaine turned toward the door. 
“Wait.” 

Anders leaned back in his chair and rubbed his hand 
wearily across his forehead. He sat watching the girl 
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who smiled at him, her face so lovely and young, her 
smile so appealing, so innocent, so utterly false. 

Because he played a similar game, Anders could not 
help admiring her. She was a fine workman, even an 
artist, he reflected. If she undertook to corrupt this rival 
buyer—or whatever Garnet’s other deal was—she would 
probably bring it off. Her price was way beyond anything 
reasonable, but Anders knew that she had based it solely 
on his dread of being defeated by Garnet, outwitted, and 
forced into a humiliating public position. Elaine was 
shrewd. She knew that he would part with a lot of money 

to avoid that. 
“Well, Elaine,” Anders said softly, “if you can put it 

over, okay.” , , __ „ 
She nodded. “No Shore Acres, no deal. Naturally, 

Harvey.” 
“So who’s the prospective buyer?” 
“First, bow about some security?” 
He frowned. “Such as?” 
“Such as a receipt for enough paid-up shares in Shore 

Acres to equal my twenty per cent. Oh, I can give you 
his name and still protect myself. But you know the terms 
on this deal—pay in advance or I don’t work my magic 
with him. Anyhow, he’s Ralph Bledsoe, of Coast Oil* And 
there may be another if Bledsoe won’t play—Dave For¬ 
sythe, of the company’s real estate division.” 

“My God. I know them both and some of the others at 

Coast Oil. We play golf together.” 
“Okay. So when do I let him overcome my maidenly 

reluctance?” .... a 
“It’ll have to he handled carefully, Anders mused. 

“Bledsoe’s no seedy shyster, hurting for a few dollars.” 
“But I’m no ordinary little call girl, Harvey. ’ Elaine 

picked up the bag she had let rest on the desk. “You set 
up the date, then let me know.” _ 

“Okay. But don’t forget—eliminating the ou man won t 
necessarily force Garnet to take my offer. 

“Oh, no you don’t, Harvey. This is strictly the Coast 
Oil deal. Anything else is still your job. Why should I do 
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He nodded absently, promising to call her, and she left 
Elame was smart, all right, but not nearty experienced 
enough m finance to see the many ways that he could 
flick her out of Shore Acres any time he chose. 

He rose^ wearily from behind the desk, and asked 
Francon, the Point Vista manager, to drive him home. 
TTien, passing the bar on his way to the private exit, he 
halted frowning. No, the man sitting there with his back 
to the lobby was not Garnet. 

He must relax on that score, Anders told himself, as 
they went out to the parking lot. Garnet’s blackmail 
was Probably based largely on Muff. Anders was certain 
now that Elame, and not Lisa, had briefed Garnet on the 

7“® na^e of *** development corporation. Then Elaine 
Had craftily maneuvered the situation for her own benefit. 

Anders frowned m self-reproof. Of course, he had been 
too rough with Lisa, showing his ugly, unjustified suspic¬ 
ions, and it was a wonder he had not driven her, through 
angiy resentment, to commit some foolish or tragic act. 

Francon let him out at the side entrance of the big house 
in Underhill. Night lamps burned on the lower floor: the 
servants had gone to bed. Upstairs, the door of the room 
Lisa shared with Casey was closed, and no light showed. 

Anders rapped and called softly, “Are you all right, 
sweetheart? May I come in a minute?” 

I was almost asleep,” she said grumpily, but when he 
persisted, she said, “Well, okay.” 

She lay on her back in the bed with the electric blanket 
barely covering her breasts. Seeing her dark hair spilling 
across the pillow like that, Anders felt a warm tide of 
affection rise m him. She was a lovely sight, so clean, so 
precious. This, he thought nostalgically, was like the 
days when he used to tell bedtime stories to his small 
daughter. He settled himself gingerly on the edge of the 
bed. 

“I’m sorry I was so cross, sweetheart,” he began. 
She said nothing. 
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“I guess I’ve realized that you haven’t been too happy 
with Casey. Lately, at least. That makes me unhappy. 

“He gets on my nerves,” she said. 
He nodded. “I know it’s my imagination, but I thought 

it got worse after Garnet came back.” 
“Why should it?” When he did not answer, she added, 

“Forget it. I’m not about to slip my leash and run off with 
him, after all. He wouldn’t have me now, even if Id 

have him.” , 
Anders put his hand on her forehead, thinking that 

her eyes were the loveliest things on earth, there in the 
soft light seeping in from the hallway. 

She looked up at him somberly, reminding him of tne 
obedient little girl, yet he knew all too well that the years 
had carried her far beyond the child he wished her still to 
be. This was a woman with feelings and memories he 
could not possibly fathom. Perhaps her sentiments toward 
him were in ghastly contrast to what he had always as¬ 
sumed. Perhaps she harbored secret resentments that would 
terrify him if he knew. He did not want to dwell upon 
such frightening possibilities. He wanted to believe that she 

still adored him as he adored her. 
He regarded her, his eyes troubled. She had given her 

assurance, and he wished he could accept it as bonafide. 
But she had fooled him once; she could do so again. 

He bent and kissed her forehead, then rose, and left 
her room. The fatigue that had brought him home had 
changed to a tense restlessness. Instead of going on to 
his own bedroom, he descended the stairs and went into 
his den. There he poured himself a straight bourbon, lit 
a cigarette, and sat trying to rub the ache from the back 

of his neck* * + 
Harvey knew that he would have to pay much more tor 

the Garnet property than he had intended* But that was 
acceptable, since Elaine would not cost him nearly what 
she expected. Her attempted stick-up for twenty per cent 
of Shore Acres was a laugh. Anyway, he would spare no 
expense to get out of the corner into which Garnet was 
trying to work him. He would go forty or even fifty thou- 
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sand for the property which, this time, Harvey was sure, 
Garnet would grab, provided the offer came from a source 
above suspicion. 

And that source would be Bledsoe, after Elaine—as 
she had put it—had worked her magic on him. 

Bledsoe would be induced to render an unfavorable 
report to the oil company, then he would suggest a new 
prospect to Garnet, as a personal favor. The prospect 
would want the property for a different purpose than that 
of either Bledsoe or Harvey Anders. 

Elaine would have to insinuate herself into Bledsoe’s 
consciousness very deftly, and the oil man could not 
be offered anything so crude as a money bribe at the early 
stage. That would have to wait until Bledsoe’s desire for 
Elaine had muddled his thinking, and he would do any¬ 
thing to sleep with her. Then she could nudge him gently 
to help turn a deal in which she was interested. And 
meanwhile, Garnet should be disarmed by believing that 
his threat to Lisa had borne fruit. 

Anders looked up Tom Halleck’s home telephone num¬ 
ber and dialed. When Halleck answered, Anders said, 
“How long will it take you to dose the Garnet estate?’’ 

* No time at all,” Halleck said, surprised, “if we want 
to hurry it.” 

We want to hurry it. Get going.” 
“But I thought-—” 

^ea^s dead. There’s no use wasting more time on 

u Look here, Anders,” Halleck said in sudden anger. 
“I put in plenty of work on this, and stuck my neck way 
out for you. What’s the idea of quitting?” 

“You didn’t deliver,” Anders said coldly. “If you’re 
ready to file a final statement, do it tomorrow. I know the 
probate Judge. I’ll get him to rush it.” 

“Fve got a feeling you’re going around me, Anders. 
And I don’t like it.” 

“Who gives a damn what you like?” Anders answered, 
and hung up. 



14 
Rock pushed up in bed, the phone bell hammering the 
sleep from his brain, then he hurried into the adjoining 
room. He lifted the receiver and said, “Hello,” in a 
drowsy voice, wondering where disaster had struck. 

The other voice was a girl’s. “Rock? Listen: I’m being 
watched like a bitch in heat.” This was Lisa, and not 
Connie for whom he had instinctively feared. When he did 
not respond immediately, Lisa said in that same hushed 

way, “Hear me, Rock?” 
“Sure Lisa.” He remembered now. She had been going 

to call him and set up another rendezvous, but he had not 
expected her to call at one-thirty a.m. “Where are you? 

“I’m mailing from my bed, darling, and I’m not wearing 

a stitch.” 
“Nice mental image.” 
“It doesn’t have to stay mental, even if he did come 

home early because he doesn’t trust me.” 

“Casey?” 
“Harvey. He just went to his room. That’s why 1 m talk- 

ing so low. But we can beat him, darling. Let’s.” 

“How?” 
“I still use my old room. And there’s the same old 

porch roof and the same old tree.” 
His mind shot back to the crazy night when he had 

climbed that tree, bent more on expressing his contempt 
for Anders’ barriers than on the tryst with Lisa. She had 
been horrified then—at least at the beginning—but now 

it was what she wanted to do. 
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burgfar?”d *°laUSh* “Hey~you wa°t to get me shot for a 

“I only want to get you here in bed with me because 

ZyZ° tat6er'sri8“'r"8bi,chto**£*S£!! 
43re“°t nutty kids any more, Lisa.” 
Afraid to come here?** 

“You could call it that.” 

not. c^ken. I’ll take off down that old tree 
JS .!* JJ* you “ thirty minutes flat—bed to bed. And if 

“No ” reC°rd’theD y0U aQd 1 wiU set 0De of our own.” 

simdtal ” ^ daf!ing‘ It S * matter °f Sheer biol°gicaI 
^Youl! break your neck/* 
You can stop me only by coming here.” 

He drew a long breath and said nothing. 

you,toLc°me here’” she said bis silence. 
IWt? S ,h°Use- Here in bed. My God, 
I m getting heat rash just flunking about it.” 

‘Til be there,” he said. 

He hung up, the receiver slippery with his sweat. So, the 

fa. ^sure hf h.ad Put on Anders seemed to have precipi¬ 
tated a real crisis over there. That part Rock did not mind, 
but Lisa on a kick so desperate and unpredictable could 
be as dangerous as a black widow spider. Lisa was prettier 

filledwith ^ril°bV10USly m°re Satisfactory> but nonetheless 

He took a turn around the dark room. If he went to her 
ttere Rock thought m bitter humor, she could at least 
lude him under the bed if her father checked on her room. 

But he did not like it. The very thought put a queasy 
knot m his stomach. He was no longer a kid wanting to 
write dirty words on a wall belonging to a person he hated. 
, , dlsturbed that Lisa was just attaining that mental 
level from an even more childish stage. And maybe that 
was the key to her whole personality, this girl who was 
stowing signs of growing up at last, in spite of her father’s 
efforts to prevent it. 
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He racked his brain while he drove to Underhill, trying 
to think of a better way to handle the situation. There was 
none to be found. He parked the car within a block of her 
house, and sat for a moment before getting out, lighting a 
cigarette with trembling fingers, shaking his head. Once 
this same procedure had filled him with a magnetic excite¬ 
ment that drove him on to completion. Now he bad to fight 
off a strange, leaden inertia to keep Lisa from blowing 

the lid off. 
He flipped away the cigarette and left the car. The other 

time he did this, he had not even thought about prowl cars 
or private night watchmen. Now he could think of little 
else. He found the long residential street deserted, and 
ducked through the shrubbery. That put him at the rear 
of Anders’ property, where there was plenty of cover. He 
moved swiftly up to the proper comer of the big house. 

Lisa was up there at the open window. She waved to 

He climbed to her at once, angry that she had forced 
him to this wild, sick action. Her eagerness was so com¬ 
pulsive that she almost pulled him inside. 

“Leave the window open,” he whispered. “I might have 

to get out of here fast.” 
“Strip naked?” 
“But I’m not—” 
“Undressing? Oh, you’re so wrong.” 
Lisa was entirely nude, and stood there with the star- 

shine playing on her exquisite body. She knew the effect 
on him too well not to have confidence in it. He began to 
feel the kick of being here safely with her, within spitting 
distance of the man he hated, and in the bedroom she 
shared with another man he disliked almost as much. Now 
she shared that hatred and defiance for them both, and he 
felt the excitement slip through him, budding nip wi 
his loins. She stood so near him he could hear the “^eas¬ 
ing rate of her breathing, but she did not touch him, letting 
to “mm* image be enough. She am Jed when he 
reached out and touched her breast, his hand resting o 
taut nipple, soft yet resilient. How well he knew that 
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throbbing point, the pounding heart beyond it, the greedy 
voluptuousness of her watching eyes. 

And how badly had they wrenched and twisted the 
years and the facets of his life. 

Her mouth dropped open w.hen his hand fell away. He 
said, under his breath, “You’d better put something on, 
Lisa. We’re only going to talk this thing over.” 

For a moment she seemed not to comprehend. Then 
in astonishment she whispered, “You’re—refusing me?” 

“I’m not going along with this.” 
“Oh, yes you are.” 
She came close to him, and her hands slipped under the 

tail of the dark sport shirt he had put on with his old 
slacks and sneakers. He felt her fingers slide up the skin 
of his back. They came caressingly down around his side. 
They dug gently under his front waistband. 

“Why—why, you don’t want me,” she said weakly, in¬ 
credulously, and lifted the back of a hand to her forehead, 
stunned by the proof that she had found. She stepped away, 
staring at him as if in a trance. 

He watched the realization of it shake her. Once, merely 
being near her had been enough to produce in him the 
powerful physical change which had so delighted her. 
Now her whole battery of charms, her instant avaiiability, 
had failed to lift him except for a few seconds at the 
start. Such a failure would crush any woman’s pride, and 
he saw the effect of it batter its way through her whole 
psychic makeup, and then he saw Lisa Anders flatly re¬ 
ject it. 

“You’re going to make love to me,” she whispered 
hoarsely. “And you’ll love me as many times as I want 
or I’ll scream that you broke into my room and raped me.” 

He regarded her, wondering at the white-hot intensity of 
her emotion. Her eyes glittered like an animal’s as she 
stared back at him, and the cynical twist of her lips made 
her an utter stranger. No, less a stranger than the exact 
image of a man he knew too well—her father. There was 
contempt in those eyes now, a total dismissal of the possi¬ 
bility that any man could reject her. 
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“You’d better start thinking about it,” she whispered. 

“I’m not going to wait long.” 
“Get on the bed.” 
With a silent laugh, she stretched flat on the sheet, look¬ 

up at him. 
“Now, good night,” he said and wheeled toward the 

Open window. 
Like an enraged wildcat she sprang up and came claw¬ 

ing at him. He laughed and slipped outside, but she did not 
scream. Instead, she stood there, her naked torso and 
turret-like breasts thrust outside the open window, her low, 
carrying voice calling him every dirty word she had ever 
heard, while he made his way down the porch roof. A mo¬ 
ment later, he dropped silently to the ground. 

When he eased behind the wheel he was so ill he 
wanted to vomit. He had left evil back there, and it had 
always been evil. Thank God, he had discovered its nature 
before it destroyed what remained of his life.... He drove 

swiftly home. 
He heard his telephone ringing as he walked across ttie 

gangway to the front door. The sound continued urgently 
as he stepped into the dark house. His first intention was 
to ignore it, then on sudden impulse he lifted the handpiece 

and said hello. . , 
The voice was Lisa’s, subdued and contrite. Rock, 1 m 

so terribly sorry. I don’t know what got into me. We were 
always one person that way and—well, you gave me such 

^He preferred a calm woman to the one he had left in 
Underhill. “We’ll forget it,” he said agreeably. 

“You’re not mad?” 
“No.” „ 
“I couldn’t stand your not wanting me, Rock.” 
“X know.” 
She broke the connection, and he sat weakly in his 

father’s old chair. Which was the real Lisa, he wondered, 
the girl he had fallen so in love with in high school, or the 
violent, passion-ridden young woman who had just re¬ 
vealed herself to him. In any event, his anger and new- 
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found sense of freedom were gone. Lisa had been right 
when she said they had once been like one person. No one 
ever just walked away from part of himself. 

About ten the next morning, the telephone again jarred 
the quiet. This time the caller was HaUeck. His voice 
came crisply over the wire: 

“The probate’s been approved for closing. If you’ll drop 
by my office this afternoon and sign a few papers, it’s all 
yours. I won’t be here, but my secretary’s a notary. She’ll 
take care of it.” 

“You’re kidding.” 
Halleck hung up. 

Rock put down the phone and slid a puzzling hand 
through his hair. His accusations and bullying had had 
little effect on Halleck. Therefore, he decided that this 
sudden change in the lawyer had been on Anders’ orders, 
a fact verified by the attorney’s continuing bad humor. 
The visit to Point Vista and his offer to clear out if the 
property were turned over to him apparently had brought 
results. 

Anders’ fears for his daughter, Rock reflected, must ran 
deep, and Rock could attest that they were soundly based. 
Rock decided that he would live up to his end of the 
agreement just as soon as possible. 

He drove to Halleck’s office, signed the necessary papers 
which the lawyer’s secretary notarized. “It’s all yours, Mr. 
Garnet,” she said, smiling. 

Rock was leaving the building, the papers in his pocket, 
when he stopped to look at the large window of the 
savings and loan company on the ground floor. One of the 
services the company advertised was commercial loans. 
And only then did the real meaning of the events upstairs 
register fully upon Rock. 

For the first time in his life he was a property owner, a 
freeholder, a man possessing his own perpetual share of 
the earth’s surface. Right now, if he had his plans organ¬ 
ized, he could go into that place and probably walk out 
with the substantial sum of money necessary to improve 
his property. And that capacity, like the land ownership, 

124 



gave him a sense of solidarity and self-respect he had 
never before felt. He liked the feeling. He now understood 
his father’s pride in his land; the old man’s faithfulness to 
the property. 

Right now, however, so much depended on Ralph 
Bledsoe. While Rock might finance the full development of 
the property, he had no resources with which to carry his 
project through the inevitable periods of bad going, and he 
could easily lose everything. Only by leasing the Y-in- 
tersection first, would he be justified in going into debt to 
improve his remaining land. 

He wanted to call Bledsoe and try to discover how 
things were shaping up. But such a tactic might only 
irritate the man, who had already given Rock as much 
encouragement as circumstances permitted. Besides, see¬ 
ing and talking with Bledsoe always started thoughts of 
Connie. And Connie he was trying to keep out of his mind. 
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15 
Lisa slammed down the telephone and walked to the 
window, nervously rubbing her hands. All morning and so 
far that afternoon she had tried to call Rock, but there 
had been no answer. Now she had to see him, for Casey 
was due home that evening. She could not let the situation 
between her and Rock remain as it was, since she had 
called him, humbling herself as she never had before, in 
an attempt to repair some of the damage she bad done. 

The way she had felt at the time, she would have gladly 
crawled to him, but this morning the stormy furies had 
returned to bedevil her. He had flatly rejected her, and 
that was something beyond her endurance. He had to— 
he must—want her. For years, his desire for her had given 
meaning to her life. Then, after Harvey had driven Rock 
away, only her certainty that Rock carried her image 
m his heart had sustained her through the difficult times of 
the life she had chosen. How could he—or any man- 
look upon her, and not desire her? 

The ringing of the phone interrupted her tormented 
thoughts and she hurried to answer it, hoping so desper¬ 
ately to hear Rock’s voice. But no; the operator said, “Just 
a moment, please. Go ahead, sir.” 

Casey’s voice said, “Hi. How’s my girl?” 
“Oh, hell,” she muttered dispiritedly. 
“Lisa, What’s the matter?” 
“You. Everything about you. And I’ll be damned if I’ll 

talk to you.” 

“My God, what’s the trouble with you, Lisa? I merely 
called to tell you I can’t make it back tonight.” 

126 



“Why bother, ever?” she said, and rang of!. 
The phone rang again, and it was the same operator. 

“Your connection—” 
“I’d finished talking, operator,” Lisa broke in. “Just tell 

the party to give up.” 
She was smiling when she took a cigarette from the sil¬ 

ver box on the stand. Casey’s next call would be to Point 
Vista, she knew, and that would be a bomb to her father. 
She dialed Rock’s number again and listened to the ring¬ 
ing for fully two minutes before she hung up. 

She went downstairs and out to the big garage. A mo¬ 
ment later she was in her own convertable, driving over 
the bridge and through Terrytown’s cobbled, dilapidated 
streets to the Y-intersection. She stopped before the tum¬ 
bledown old diner. For a moment she sat looking down at 
the houseboats, bobbing gently on the river below, thinking 
she must be going mad to let herself be so torn by Rock, 
every nerve of her shredded by the need to restore him as 
the man who had loved and lost her. 

She was about to thread her way back into the traffic 
stream when a car stopped behind her. Her heart started 
to pound as she recognized the old jalopy Rock had driven 

to Buff Beach. 
He left the Ford and walked to her. “Aren’t you being 

a little foolish, Lisa?” he said. 
She knew then that she would have to begin all over 

again with him to rekindle his interest, to stir him anew 
with her charms which he had once found irresistible. She 
said wanly, “I drove over to take a look at the old neigh¬ 
borhood, but then changed my mind. ‘Never go back’ is 
good advice. . . Well, this seems like a busy place, Rock. 
No wonder Harvey wants it.” 

He smiled thinly. “But he gave up. At least, he let the 
lawyer who had been delaying things close the probate. 
The property was signed over to me just a couple of 

hours ago.” 
“Harvey gave up?” Lisa gasped. “What made mm 

change his mind?” 
“Well, I’d told him that the only way I’d leave town was 
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to give me my land. I had to find some way to break his 
grip on it. My plan seemed to have worked.” 

Lisa smiled. So there had been a deal hanging fire, and 
that most have explained Rock’s strange conduct last night. 
Encouraged, she said, “Nice going. Now make him pay 
plenty for your property,” 

4Tm not selling to him at any price, Lisa. I’ve got 
another prospect lined up,” 

Ohf great.” She knew that, to play her role correctly, 
she should leave now and give him no reason to think 
that she might turn into a problem-child, But Casey was 
not coming home today, after all, and that gave her 
another night. # . She shook her head, thinking that she 
had to play this cool for as long a time as it might take to 
win Rock back to her. She reached forward to start the 
engine. 

“Good lock,” she said, 
“Thanks,” 
She drove away. 

She felt better, almost relaxed, when she drove across 
the bridge then up the street to her house. Harvey’s fears 
for her were so strong that he would rather get Rock 
away than have the property he had so long wanted. Yet, 
coming up the driveway to the garage, she gave a start 
at sight of her father’s car in the doorway. He had come 
home from Point Vista, And that meant that Casey had 
made the call, and that Harvey had been badly upset. 
She parked and entered the house by the back way. 

From the rear hall, she should have been able to go up¬ 
stairs unseen, but her father heard her and appeared in 
the doorway. 

“Hello,” Lisa said. “How come you’re home this early? 
Aren't you feeling well?” 

“Casey called me.” He took the cigarette from his lips 
and stared at the tip. “Why were you so outrageously 
nasty to him, Lisa?” 

She sighed in resignation. “Oh, just as Fve told you a 
thousand times. He gets on my nerves. Why does he al- 
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ways have to start out with that silly 'How’s my girl?’ I’m 
not his girl.” 

“According to the record,” Harvey said dryly, “you’re 

his wife.” 
“That’s not the same thing.” 
“Well. . .” He glanced beyond her. “Come into the 

study and have a drink with me, anyhow.” 
She followed him into the room, where he went to the 

sideboard and poured bourbon. He looked old and de¬ 
flated, she thought, and had a bewildered expression as he 
turned, not looking at her but at the drinks. 

“Casey was pretty broken up.” 
“Goody.” 
Her father regarded her moodily. “Are you considering 

a separation?” 
“Of course not. You need him. So cheer up.” 
“I just want you to be happy, sweetheart.” 
“Oh, I am. My God, think of all the things you’ve given 

me to make me happy. What else could I be?” 
His lips pinched together. 
“Let’s be honest, Harvey,” she said. “I might like you 

better if I knew that you’d once been human. I wasn’t 
quite sure that Elaine had been truthful when she told me 
that you’d taken her that night, years ago. Did you?” 

Harvey looked at her, his face gray. 1 All right—it 
happened. I seduced her, but without intending to. It 
was just an insane moment, a blind impulse.” 

“Then why did that make her unfit to be my friend?” 
He was still holding both drinks. She reached out, took 

her glass, and sipped it. 
“I didn’t have to work for it, believe me. She was as hot 

as a young alley cat.” 
“And you paid her?” 
“I gave her money, sure. Good God, she was jail bait. 

I didn’t want her to kick up a fuss.” 
Lisa looked away. “And when I think of what a fuss 

you kicked up when you caught me with Rock, a boy I 

loved at the time—” 
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He looked at her levelly. “You’ve been with him since 
then* Fm positive/’ 

Only a few eights ago she had fled in panic from Rock 
for fear that her father would learn just that Now she 
looked at Harvey serenely, unmoved by the turbulence 
clouding his eyes. 

“Well, Lisa?” Harvey demanded. 
Well, Father,” she said sweetly, “would I be any worse 

than you because it has happened again?” 
She left him abruptly and went up to her room, a warm 

glow of triumph growing within her. There would be some 
changes around here, and soon. She had been a fool not to 
have realized, years ago, how vulnerable Harvey was. He 
might rant and rage and bully, but he would put up with 
anything to maintain the status quo. She lay across her 
bed on her back, smiling at the ceiling, her new-found 
emancipation and sense of power giving her a pleasure as 
intense as lovemaking. 

Presently she rose and slipped out of her clothing, still 
smiling to herself, reveling in her nakedness. She stood 
before the wall mirror, looking at her body, its soft ivory 
tints, its templing curves, her palms gently stroking its 
sweet, soft nubility. Rock had not really rejected that 
loveliness. There had been things on his mind that had 
acted as a mental block, that was all. She would bring him 
back to her, and then no longer would she need fear her 
father. 

She showered, then came back to the bedroom and 
slowly dressed for dinner. She would, she decided, make 
her peace with her father but keep him ever aware that 
he no longer ruled her. She would even be pleasant to 
Casey after he got home, but he would never forget that 
she could check him out of her life and never miss him. 
At last, she was in the driver’s seat. Harvey could never 
banish her from him. And Casey could never, through his 
own initiative, leave her without severing his all-important 
connections with Harvey. 

Downstairs, she discovered that Harvey must have re¬ 
turned to Point Vista. She would surprise him by stopping 

130 



by his office and asking him to dine with her. And a few 
minutes later she was parking near the restaurant beside 
her father’s car, and walking into the roomy foyer. 

The place, she saw, was having one of its busy nights. 
Thinking that Harvey might be in the bar, she halted at 
the entrance. Her eyes narrowed. Her father was standing 
at the angle of the bar with another man and Elaine, 
beautiful in a decollete evening gown, 

Harvey was turning on his full charm, Elaine was 
smiling demurely, and the man was obviously impressed. 
She knew this setup, from what Rock had mentioned the 
other evening. Harvey was promoting Elaine again, for his 
own purposes. Lisa, with a determined toss of her head, 

started toward them. 
She was rewarded by seeing Harvey’s mouth open in 

surprise when he noticed her, and Lisa nodded pleasantly. 
Elaine turned toward her a smile that was of purest vitriol. 
The attractive-looking stranger also glanced at Lisa, and 
she let her hips undulate as she came up to the trio. 

“Hi, Dad,” she said sweetly. 
“Why, hello, sweetheart,” Harvey said, his face sud¬ 

denly crimson. 
“Elaine, darling—how’s business?” 
*'‘Hello Lisa/’ 
Harvey said, “This is Ralph Bledsoe, Lisa. My daughter, 

Ralph.” 
Lisa had no idea in what way Bledsoe was important 

to her father. He seemed pleasant, and bore all the ear¬ 
marks of the successful junior executive. But she could 
guess that her father was attempting one of his devious 
deals, with Elaine as the seductive lure. Yet, Lisa had not 
missed Bledsoe’s eyes running over her with a hungry, 
appreciative glance. She wished she could outrage Harvey 
by offering to take Elaine’s place for the evening. From 
Bledsoe’s eager expression, that might be fun. 

“Anyone for dinner?” Lisa asked. . 
“You have a taker,” Harvey said quickly. “But Ralph 

and Elaine have some things to talk over.” Goodbyes 
were ^hanged, and Harvey ushered Lisa quickly away. 
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In the lobby, Lisa said demurely, “What’s Elaine buy¬ 
ing for you with her beautiful body this time?” 

Her father did not answer, but said instead “You 
crashed in there deliberately/’ 

Naturally, Didn’t you know I’m a jealous young wo¬ 
man? Harvey, seriously, why don’t you ever use me? I’m 
every bit as good as Elaine, I’m sure, and I’d enjoy it." 

Her father’s jaws damped until the hard knots of muscle 

ft®04} °Ut‘ When he bad recovered control, he said, 
Shall we go into the dining room, or have dinner in mv 

office?” J 
“Let’s make it the office. We can try for a father- 

daughter togetherness, or whatever they call it. Shall we?” 
In Harvey’s office, Lisa settled herself on the sofa by the 

window and lighted a cigarette. She said, “And where is 
Elaine scheduled to yield to Bledsoe’s manly persuasion? 
The Sky Deck, after dinner?" When her father said noth¬ 
ing, Lisa shook her head. “If I take a more active part in 
the business, we might have to change that. For such a 
hard sell, I really prefer a bed.” 

God damn it, Lisa,” Harvey exploded. “Cut it out 
will you?” 

. She smiled serenely. “Okay. We'll forget what she’s do¬ 
ing, although it s a pleasant thought, and go on to why 
she’s doing it—besides for fun and money. Bledsoe isn’t 
one of your politician friends. I think I’ve had the mis¬ 
fortune to meet most of those.” 

“He’s with an oil company.” 
“Now we’re going after oil wells?” 
“Oil has nothing to do with it. He happens to be in a 

spot to do me a favor.” 

Lisa nodded sagely. “After Elaine’s done him one, eh? 
But what’s involved, if not oil fields?” 

“Some property Bledsoe might swing my way if he 
chooses.” 

Why didn 11 think of that?” she said in surprise. “The 
Garnet property, of course,” 

“I never said so,” Harvey snapped, so quickly she 
knew that was exactly the property. “I’ve always got some- 
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hing going—you know that.” He picked up the phone 
ind spoke into it. She did not listen but knew he was 
ordering dinner. He turned back to her but only looked 
at her with disturbed, tired eyes. 

“This Bledsoe looked smart enough,” Lisa pondered. 
“How did you get him to walk into your trap? Pd really 
like to know, Harvey. I find the uses of sex more infinite 
than I supposed. It’s fascinating.” 

“I asked him up here to meet a man,” Harvey said, 
massaging the back of his neck. “The man couldn’t 
make it and so he sent his secretary. That’s Elaine, of 
course. The man wants a certain piece of property, but 
he’s heard that Bledsoe’s considering it as a location for 
his company. They’ll discuss that at dinner.” 

“While it dawns on Bledsoe,” Lisa mused, “that he’ll 
be out nothing personally if his company withdraws its 
offer to Rock. I bet that Bledsoe might find himself 
getting into something awfully nice for him—like Elaine’s 
little black lace panties, for example.” 

“I didn’t know you could be so vulgar.” 
She used a four-letter word, expressive of what she 

imagined Elaine and Bledsoe would soon be doing. 
Harvey's lips were a thin, pale line. A waiter came with 

a cart and started setting the table, while Harvey ner¬ 
vously paced the floor, drawing furiously on a cigarette. 
After the waiter left, Harvey motioned to Lisa, but she 
was not ready to let him stop squirming. 

“This Bledsoe,” she puzzled. “Won’t he get anything 
more for doublecrossing his company and doing Rock 
dirt but turning a trick with Elaine?” 

“Bledsoe will understand that he’ll get a cash com¬ 
mission, too, if he throws the deal to the secretary’s 
employer. And she’ll get her personal cut, because she s 
helping her boss get the property.” 

“I never knew business could be such fun, Lisa said. 
“That’s so much more exciting than simply offering the 
owner what the property’s worth.” 

Harvey’s lips twisted. “Don’t worry. The owner will be 
paid what it’s worth, all right.” 
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“How much?” 

“Elaine will go to fifty thousand.” Harvey glanced at 
her bitterly. “So now go ahead and spill it to Garnet.” 

“All I ever wanted was for him to get a fair shake.” 
Her father shrugged. “He won’t deal with me. The sale 

is to pass to a dummy, then to me. So now you can louse 
me up. Get even with me for whatever wrong you think 
I’ve done you.” 

“You think I tipped off Rock about Casey’s phony de¬ 
velopment company, don’t you?” 

He nodded, his eyes angry. “You had me fooled at first, 
but now I know you spilled it to him.” 

“And you’re not going to punish me for it, are you?” 
He looked away, then said dejectedly, “What good 

would that do?” 

Her eyes shone with triumph and amusement. “And 
you’re going to let me live my own life, aren’t you?” 

He nodded, his expression one of bleak surrender. 
“Very well. So this time, since you’re a good boy. I’ll 

keep your secret.” 
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16 
Bledsoe sat on the houseboat’s after deck, staring out 
over the river where the shadows cast by Finnegan s Knob 
now stretched nearly to this shore. The dour expression 
on the man’s face strengthened Rock’s feeling of impend¬ 
ing disappointment. That premonition had begun to grow 
in him when Bledsoe had called late that afternoon and 
had asked to come out to Terrytown—days earlier than 
Rock had expected a decision. 

“I might as well give it to you cold turkey, Bledsoe 
now said uncomfortably. “The deal’s oS. The brass down¬ 
town began to have second thoughts before 1 d even 
started the study they’d authorized. They’d consider a 
marina here after the urban renewal goes through. Maybe 
they will, if the city can get it. But right now that’s much 
too nebulous, and the investment would be much too big 
for a rundown district such as this is at present.’ 

“I’ve had a few second thoughts, myself,” Rock said. 
“I’d like to follow your suggestion of leasing you people 
die intersection for a gas station, and then go ahead and 
develop the waterfront on my own.” , 

Bledsoe kept his eyes on the river. “I’m afraid thats 
out, too. And it’s embarrassing as hell to have to tell you 
this after the assurance I gave you. There’s talk that the 
main highway will be switched across the river at Rio Vista 
to feed into the city on that bank. If that happens, the 
present traffic here will be cut by at least fifty per cent 
maybe more. But that’s speculation, of course, and every¬ 
one isn’t as conservative as my company—thank God. 

He glanced at Rock awkwardly. "I’ve dug up another 
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prospect—a man looking for a motel location. I felt oh 
ligated, after getting you hot on this deal with us, so 1 
played your property up to him—highway frontage, with 
water sports attached. That ought to be a good drawing 
card for tourists. He agreed, and he didn’t shy away from 
the factors that seemed to scare off my people. I don’t 
either, but that’s just a personal matter.” 

“This prospect,” Rock said. “Would he lease?” 
Bledsoe shook his head. “No, I’m afraid he’d only be 

interested in outright purchase. I suggested a price of fifty 
thousand, and he didn’t seem to think it out of line.” 

Rock wondered why his only reaction was a growing de¬ 
pression. Once, when he had quoted fifty thousand to 
Casey Farrell, Rock had done so because the figure had 
seemed absurdly high. He realized then how deeply he 
wanted to make something out of part of his father’s 
property on his own initiative. Seeing his own land de¬ 
velop and grow in the right way would give his life the 
goal be needed. 

“Well, if he’s the only prospect,” Rock said, and 
shrugged. I certainly can’t afford to keep it as idle prop¬ 
erty, and I don’t have enough of my own capital to bor¬ 
row the kind of money I’d need.” 

Bledsoe got to his feet. He looked relieved. “I’ll be out 
of town the next couple of days. Shall I set up a meeting 
as soon as I get back?” 

“You’ve gone to enough trouble. Just give me the man’s 
name and I’ll get in touch with him,” 

But Bledsoe shook his head. "I wouldn’t advise that,” 
he said. “It would better if I introduced you.” 

“Okay.” Rock was amenable. “How about a drink?” 
“Thanks, but I’ve got to dash home, tell Connie about 

my trip and pack my bag. I'll call you when I get back.” 
Rock saw him to the gangplank, then returned to the 

deck, dispirited and conscious of a growing unease of 
mind. Now that he had had time to digest it, Bledsoe’s 
nervousness throughout the conversation was strangely 
disturbing. Naturally, the man had been embarrassed to 
be forced to switch his position. That had emphasized 
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his status as a far smaller wheel in the company than he 
probably would have wished. But, to Rock, Bledsoe had 
more than redeemed himself by coming up with this al¬ 
ternate prospect. 

Well, then, Rock asked himself, what kept bugging him? 
He considered that and finally decided that he had ob¬ 
served, not so much embarrassment on Bledsoe’s part, as 
die discomfort of a man doing something against his own 
conscience. 

Rock fixed himself a sandwich and a drink and sat 
on the after deck, idly watching the lights across the river. 
But his mind was on Rio Vista, on Connie, whom Bledsoe 
again was leaving alone for a few days. He ached to call 
her and be with her again. 

Also, he saw clearly why he should accept Bledsoe’s 
alternate deal as soon as possible, then clear out. There 
was not only Lisa, whose emotions had grown dangerously 
unstable, but so long as he remained here, Connie s pres¬ 
ence would be a constant temptation. Rock could not 
escape both his sense of guilt and feeling of obligation to¬ 
ward Bledsoe. He could best balance the scales of his 
conscience by getting away and starting a new life some¬ 

where else. 

He awakened the next morning with a vague but grow¬ 
ing sense of nervousness. After showering and dressing, he 
carried his coffee to the living room and picked up the 
folded morning paper by the door. Lighting a cigarette, he 
sat back, sipping the hot coffee and telling himself that 
the time had come for him to make new plans. 

Yawning, he unfolded the paper and glanced at the 
front pagerThe world, since yesterday, seemed to have run 
true to form. The state governor had dedicated a new 
bridge. An elephant at the city zoo was with calf, appar¬ 
ently a rarity. A motel fire near Bonita, a town down the 
coast, was attributed to a smoker’s carelessness. He glanced 
idly at the story and then his eyes narrowed. His throat 
constricted as if in the grip of cruel iron fingers. 
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The occupants of the destroyed unit had been overcome 
by smoke fumes before they had had a chance to escape. 
The man had been found dead in the charred wreckage 
of the bed. The woman had crawled nearly to the door be¬ 
fore she had succumbed. According to the story, she was 
still unconscious at the Bonita Hospital. The couple had 
been registered as Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Bledsoe, of Rio 
Vista. 

J. Rock dropped the paper, strode to the telephone, and 
dialed Connie’s number with shaking fingers. He stood 
through what seemed an eternity of cadenced buzzing. She 
was not there. She must have gone with Bledsoe. Possibly 
to escape the temptation of being alone and accessible to 
Rock. 

“Connie.” He was unaware that he had spoken her 
name aloud until the echo of his own voice rang in his 
ears- 

According to the newspaper, she was still alive, at least. 
But, dear God, how many hours since the story had been 
written, the paper printed, then delivered? A quick check 
by telephone to the hospital informed him that the woman, 
who had not been as yet positively identified as Mrs! 
Bledsoe, was still unconscious, but alive. 

He knew only that he had to see her. .. 
Twenty minutes later he was following the coast high¬ 

way at a speed that threatened to shake the old car to 
pieces. He seemed to have no feeling about Bledsoe, who 
was dead. There was no room in him for anything but 
his grinding concern for Connie; his awful fear that she 
would die before he could see her. Before he could tell 
her that he felt toward her everything that she felt for 

2n<^ more* He knew now what that sweet rapport 
had really been. He had never felt love for Lisa, so dif¬ 
ferent from Connie. Connie, who had wanted no one ever 
to be hurt. And now, she herself had been hurt in a way 
that no one could have possibly foreseen. 

It seemed hours before he drove into the little coastal 
town at the foot of the mountains and drew in to the 
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parking lot of the small hospital. Weak-kneed, he crawled 
from the car and walked inside the brick structure. At a 
desk in the lobby marked Information, he paused. A girl 
there, busy with pencil and paper, looked up at Rock 
with detached interest, 

“Mrs. Bledsoe—may 1 see her?” he said urgently, “I’m 
a friend.” 

“Who, please?” 
“Mrs. Ralph Bledsoe—Connie Bledsoe. The fire victim.” 
“Oh, the burned woman. I’m sorry. Her condition is 

critical.” The girl shook her head. 
“Then may I see her doctor?” 
“The night shift took care of her, sir. They’re off duty 

now.” 
He knew she was only doing her job, but he wanted to 

choke her, “Look. Would you relay a message?” 
“It wouldn’t do any good. The patient’s unconscious. 

I’m sorry.” 
He walked blindly out of the lobby and down the steps. 

He had no idea what town Connie had come from orig¬ 
inally, who her own family was, nor anything about Bled¬ 
soe’s people. So there was no chance of finding anyone 
who could tell him about Connie, her condition, her 
chances. He got in the car and lighted a cigarette with 
shaking hands. He stared at the red brick walls of the 
building, beyond which she lay unconscious, maybe to 
die and maybe to live on in disfigurement and pain. 

She had to keep alive, so he could take care of her. But 
he could not sec her soon, and the best thing to do was to 
go home so they could reach him in case she recovered 

enough to ask for him. 
The day was to be the longest he ever put in. He 

stayed close to the telephone, knowing there was only the 
remotest chance that he would be called, but unable to 
give up that last hope of seeing Connie and telling her 
how he felt. He did not even think of lunch, but around 
five o’clock he fixed something to eat, then resumed his 

patient, listening vigil. 
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At dusk the telephone rang for the first time. He lifted 
the handpiece before the second ring. 

“Rock Garnet here.” 
A dry voice, a girl’s, said, “I know.” 
He had been so sure the hospital would call that he 

had identified himself to save time. He could not help the 
letdown in his voice when he said, “Oh, hello, Lisa." 

“I read about your scratched entry, Ralph Bledsoe,” 
Lisa said. “It must have handed you quite a jolt, didn’t it?” 

He had riot even thought that Bledsoe’s death also 
meant the death of the second deal for the property. With 
a sudden frown, he said, “Who told you about Bledsoe’s 
deal with me?” 

^-tsa laughed. “Harvey. I met the nice oil man at 
Point Vista. He was being given the works, all right, and 
maybe you can guess who was the little decoy.” 

Rock felt something tighten across his chest. Elaine, he 
thought, recalling the night he had spent with her when he 
had told her of his hope to beat Anders through Bledsoe. 
So Elaine had betrayed his plans to Harvey and had 
helped Harvey knock the deal on the head. The bitterest 
part was that she must have decided to do it before she 
had said, “I’d like to do something nice for you, too,” and 
then had literally given herself to him. Telling him he was 
the only man—the first man—who had had her without 
pay- 

Well, he had paid, ail right. 

In a sickened voice, he said over the phone, “The 
decoy was Elaine, of course.” 

“You’re smarter than I thought. And did justice ever 
catch up with those two.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“You didn’t figure out the Mr. and Mrs. Bledsoe bit?” 
“Lisa, you mean—you think—Elaine was with him?” 
“You bet. Paying off. He was to get money for deliver¬ 

ing the property to Harvey. For pleasing Elaine he was to 
get the rare privilege of a sleeping date. So he must have 
convinced her he could deliver.” 
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Oh, he could have delivered, all right. Except for that 
fire, a deal would have been made within the next few 
days with some dummy of Anders. Two people he had 
believed in as friends had sold him down river. 

“Thanks for the tip,” he said weakly. “Fd have fallen 
for that game. But 1 can’t believe Elaine was at the motel 
with Bledsoe.” How he wished she had been. If Connie 
were only safe and sound, he would not give a damn 

about the rest of it* 
“Sounds like you haven’t seen the evening paper,” Lisa 

said. 
“Never read it.” 
“I did this time, because of the headlines. The woman 

was mistakenly identified from the registration card. 
He did not dare let his hope spring alive only to have 

it crushed again. “Did—did they identify Elaine?” 
“They hadn’t when the paper went to press. But the real 

Mrs. Bledsoe said she had not taken the trip with her 

husband.” 
The weight was lifted from him so suddenly that he felt 

weak and faint. He closed his eyes, gratitude filling his 

heart like a prayer. 
“You’d think Bledsoe would have been too smart to 

use his own name,” Lisa continued. 
Rock said mechanically, “He traveled a lot.” And 

Lisa ran on and on, a voice without meaning to him, a 
voice barring him from enjoying his happiness of knowing 

that Connie was alive and well. 
“Don’t be bitter about Elaine," Lisa was saying, I 

don’t think she liked what she did to you, but corruption 

puts a monkey on people’s backs.” 
“A monkey that can be kicked.” 
“Oh, you don’t know anything about it. You never had 

one.” 
“But I have. I had a habit—an addiction—for years. 

And I kicked it.” 
There was a long pause. “Was I your addiction? And 

you’re sure you’ve kicked it?” 
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“Absolutely.” 

There was another silence, then the line went dead. His 
only feeling at that moment was that he was at last free to 
call Connie. 

He dialed, but there was still no response. 

\ 
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17 
Standing on the deck with his forearms on the rail, Rock 
looked at the far-off twinkling lights of Underhill, from 
where Lisa had just called him. Above rose the Knob and 
the pale tiny lights of Point Vista, as emotionally remote to 
Rock now as the farthest stars. No more could he pity 
Lisa, and no more could he hate her father. Let them go 
on with their bankrupt lives. Let Casey continue his 
bankrupt marriage with Lisa. That was punishment of a 
depth and permanence far beyond the fondest hopes of 

their victims. 
Rock was lighting a cigarette when the telephone 

sounded again. He half-ran through the darkened rooms, 

hoping to hear Connie’s voice at last. 
But it was, ironically, the call for which he had waite 

all day. A crisp feminine voice said, “Mr. Garnet? This 
is Bonita General Hospital. We have a patient who’s been 
asking for you. We think it would help if you came.” 

“Of course,” Rock said. “Right away.” 
“Third fioor. Ask for the charge nurse, please." 
As he hung up, a new weight seemed to crush his 

shoulders. Apparently this proved that the unidentified 
fire victim was Elaine. And abruptly he thought of her, 
not as the girl who had betrayed him, but as the girl he 
had grown up with, the girl who had given him one 
generous and wonderful night of sensuous passion. Be¬ 
cause she was conscious did not mean that she was out of 
danger. She needed help, and that was all he considered. 

He caught up his jacket, and moments later he was 
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crossing the bridge. Once out of town, the old car rattled 
and shook at the speed he demanded. 

A gray-haired nurse was on the third floor desk at the 
hospital. She rose immediately. “Mr. Garnet?” 

“Yes.” 
“Come with me, please.” 
An afternoon paper lay folded on the desk. He glanced 

at the black headline: fire victim—But the floor nurse 
was hurrying down the hallway and he followed. Several 
doors down she stopped, her hand on the door knob. A sign 
on the door said: no visitors. 

“She’s only been conscious a short while,” the nurse 
whispered, “so we haven’t found out who she is. We hope 
you can help us identify her.” 

The nurse opened the door and entered the room, Rock 
felt his heart contract when he saw the shape beneath the 
white bedspread. The arms lay outside, coated thick with 
some sort of unguent, and the head had the same masking 
covering. A bedside stand held equipment for blood trans¬ 
fusions or intravenous feedings. 

The nurse leaned over the bed and spoke quietly. 
“Here’s Mr. Garnet, dear.” She smiled at Rock. “Don’t 
stay long, please.” Then she left. 

, Rock stood by the bed a moment, trying to control 
his voice. Then he said, “Hello, Elaine.” 

“Rock... Oh, Rock—” 
“Now take it easy.” 

He sat down by the bed, looking at the grease-smeared, 
blackened, hairless head that did not seem like a head at 
all. After a moment she whispered, “I suppose you’ve 
figured it out.” 

“Yes. It’s okay. Just forget it.” 
“The nurse said—Bledsoe died.” 
“Yes” 

“I wish I were dead, too. My face, Rock. Oh, God—” 
“Don’t think about it.” 
She seemed to gain control of herself. “He hated what he 

did to you—to have me. Afterward. And I hated mvself 
too. Afterward ” ’ 
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“It’s all right.” 
“You still—don’t have to sell to Anders. That’s why I 

wanted you—to come. Bledsoe—turned in a fake report to 
his company. He told me—they’d put a gas station on your 
property—in a minute. See them, Rock, and—do what 
you planned—with the rest. Don’t have a thing to do— 
with Anders. He’s—poison.” 

“I know.” 
“Can you forgive me?” 
“Of course.” 
She was silent a moment, then said, “That’s all, Rock. 

I’m—awfully tired.” 
“Sure. I’ll see you as soon as they’ll let me.” 
Elaine did not answer, and he left. 
The nurse had waited in the hallway, and she walked 

with him to her desk. 
“What are her chances?” 
“Not good. The burned area’s extensive. Kidney com¬ 

plications are very likely. And there’s no estimating the 
harm the carbon monoxide has done her nervous system.” 

“Then her recovery’s improbable.” 
“Her survival is. Can you tell us her name?” 
“Elaine Carmody. She lived in Underhill, at the Vista 

Tower. If she has relatives, I never knew them. I’m sure 
she’s good for the hospital expenses, but I’ll underwrite 
them.” He shook his head. “By rights, you should send the 
bill to Harvey Anders.” 

“Anders?” 
“Forget it,” Rock said. “And thanks.” 
He went out to his car. 
He was approaching Southgate on his return to Terry- 

town, when it occurred to him that Connie could simply 
have refused to answer the telephone that day. Considering 
the luridness of the motel fire story and her role as the 
wronged wife, she must have been besieged by calls from 
reporters. By turning east at Southgate, he could eventu¬ 
ally reach Rio Vista. At least, he could check Connie’s 
bouse, and then continue home. 

After some time, he crossed the Hill and then dropped 
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down the canyon to Rio Vista- When he pulled tip before 
Connie's borne, the house was dark and his hopes plum¬ 
meted, Doggedly, he got out of the car, walked to the 
porch and rang the bell, a series of short jabs, in the way 
people telegraph that the caller is a friend. 

He was about to give that up, too, when the porch light 
came on. 

The door opened a few inches, and he noticed that a 
safety chain protected it. He saw Connie’s pale face 
above the narrow strip of diaphanous night gown. He felt 
as if he were seeing a loved one returned from the dead. 

For a moment she only stared at him, then she said 
tremulously, “Rock. Oh, Rock.” 

The chain came loose, the door opened. He stepped 
inside and she shut the door, then moved slowly, like a 
puppet badly operated, her large, lovely eyes never leav¬ 
ing him. 

“I thought for most of today,” Rock said quietly, “that 
it was you, Connie. But it didn’t take that to tell me my 
life was over too, if you had been there. I knew it already. 
The empty days when I couldn’t see you told me that.” 

She looked at him with dazed gratitude and made a 
vague motion toward a large, pleasantly furnished living 
room. Her hair was loose and fine over the thin wrapper 
she wore covering the clinging nightgown. She showed no 
self-consciousness about her state of undress. Their in¬ 
timacy had been too great for that, too natural, too free of 
shame. She pushed back her hair. 

“I’m glad you came.” 
“It must have been horrible for you,” he said. 
She nodded. “Very bad. I stayed with Irma—an old 

friend—last night. I was afraid I’d weaken and call you, 
with Ralph gone again. And he was leaving with another 
woman. There ought to be a laugh in that.” 

“I wouldn’t know where,” 
She sighed. “But I don’t blame him. How could I?” 

She looked at him questioningly, “I never suspected he 
was interested in someone else. We were just two mismated 
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people who didn’t want to hurt each other if we could 

avoid it” , , . .. 
That was what they had been, and Rock knew he would 

not tell her that Elaine had been a very recent thing in 
her husband’s life. That did not matter, for to his marital 
infidelity, Bledsoe had added dishonesty and treachery. 
Measured with Connie and her fight to remain true, the 

man fell far short. 
Rock said gently, “Would you feel better if you had 

not known about the other woman?” 
“No,” she said quickly. “I’m glad the truth finally came 

out. It makes me feel better.” 
“You’ve had a bad day. Is there anything I can do to 

help?” , , 
She shook her head. “Neither of us have family here, 

but I called his people. Some of them are coming, and I ve 
niarfe the—the funeral arrangements.” 

“I wish you had someone with you now.” 
“My mother and sister will be here tomorrow. I was too 

upset to want them today, so I put ofi calling them till this 

evening. _ . . 
“You’ll let me know if there’s any way I can help/ 

“Yes/' 
He wanted to take her in his arms, to hold and com- , 

fort her, and perhaps she wanted him to, but this was, he 
realized, not the time for lovemaking. This was the time to 
help her with practical things, if she needed it, an 
otherwise remain in the background. She was watching 
hipv seeming to know what he was thinking, and to agree. 

Softly he said, “And you’ll let me know when you re 

ready to see me about us?” 
“Yes. I will.” 
“I love you, Connie, dearest,” he said softly. 
He saw her fine shoulders straighten, her sweet, small 

chin come up. And that was the way he would remember 
her through the coming weeks or months, until they could 

be together always. , . 
He would have much to do, too, he thought as he went 

out to his car. For he was staying on in Terrytown, from 
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which he should never have let Harvey Anders drive him. 
As soon as he had seen someone else at Coast Oil and 
made sure of leasing the intersection to them, he would 
explore the possibilities for the river property—house¬ 
boat construction, a motel, a marina. Something he could 
plan and build and manage 

He thought that Connie, Elaine, and Big Mike Garnet 
would approve. 
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18 
Harvey Anders walked slowly into the summer break¬ 
fast room, feeling like a man with a sick hangover, al¬ 
though for years he had not drunk heavily. The pleasant 
room of brick, redwood and bright aluminum screen was 
between the kitchen and a corner of the patio at the end 
of the swimming pool. His breakfast was on the table, 
orange juice, a grapefruit half, a covered stack of dry 
toast beside a silver pot of coffee. This morning paper lay 
beside his plate. Clemmie was vanishing through the door 
to the kitchen, steering clear of him. He had been in a 
vicious mood the past few days. 

Anders poured coffee and lighted a cigarette. The to¬ 
bacco tasted stale, the coffee was too hot and bitter. With 
a scowl, he opened the paper. There was no East-West 
crisis at the moment; the main headlines were calm. He 
took another sip of coffee, stabbed out the cigarette and 
turned the paper over to glance at the lower section of the 
front page. His eyes riveted and he felt as if a red-hot iron 
had seared him between his shoulder blades. 

The heading of a secondary story was all he needed to 
read before he shoved the paper away: death claims 

SECOND FIRE VICTIM. 
He lighted another cigarette with clumsy hands. Elaine 

_God, how she kept recurring in his life, a refrain of folly 
echoing down the years. Anders drew heavily on the cig¬ 
arette and dragged down the smoke. He wondered if she 
had wanted to die, and considered that probable. From 
earlier accounts he had formed a grim picture of the 
damage done to her, to her exciting beauty with its rich 
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patina of sex. He had winced at the thought of that damage. 
It was worse than if a fire had ravaged Point Vista, for 
Point Vista could be repaired and restored. 

He brought a fist down on the table. Everything had 
gone so smoothly at first, even if Lisa had nearly fouled 
up Elaine’s carefully staged meeting wth Bledsoe. But 
Harvey had saved the situation, and Elaine had called him 
the next morning to report progress. 

“The poor guy’s hungry,” she had said. "Married or 
not, he could hardly take his eyes off my cleavage long 
enough to cat dinner.” 

“What a way to regard the hard-working secretary of a 
motel magnate,” he had said with a heavy attempt at 
humor. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Elaine had said sweetly. “I remem¬ 
ber so well when you showed the same interest, darling. 
They were lovely even then, weren’t they?” 

“Cut it out,” he had snapped, “and get to the point. Did 
Bledsoe get the raesssage?” 

She had laughed. “I never fail to transmit the message, 
Harvey, and no man fails to get it. And for once I didn’t 
have to get a nice dress all wrinkled, up there on a Sky 
Deck sofa. Bledsoe’s seeing Rock tomorrow. If our pigeon 
can get off the hook with Rock, then we’ll take a little trip, 
and he can mess up anything he likes.” 

Anders had not talked with her again, but the fact that 
she had taken the trip with Bledsoe proved she had ac¬ 
complished her mission. AH that luck—and then the silly, 
stupid business of a cigarette dropped unnoticed on up¬ 
holstery or bedding, just before the deep sleep of satiation. 
Gone now was the one man who could have delivered 
the Garnet property for Shore Acres. The circumstances 
of Bledsoe s death had lmked him publicly with Elaine, 
which might well cause Rock Garnet to connect Bledsoe 
with his old enemy. 

The situation had left Anders deeply discouraged, al¬ 
though he had still a slight fighting chance to bring it off. 
Harry Thurman could still go to Rock as the man Bledsoe 
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had in mind, but after so many unexpected upsets, Anders 
was none too hopeful of results. 

“Good morning, great white father. But right now you 
seem a little on the tattletale-gray side.” 

Anders looked up to see Lisa, dressed in white shorts 
and a tight pullover, smiling at him. His breath caught, for 
her lovely figure never failed to inspire his admiration. But 
he abhorred the insolence she had affected recently. 

It was Saturday, and since Casey did not go to the 
office that day, the household ordinarily would not have 
been astir before noon. Anders watched Lisa go around 
the table to sit down across from him, noting the casual 
swing to her enticing buttocks. He wished she and Casey 
would have a child. Maybe that would bring out some¬ 
thing more softly feminine in her. Clemmie came in with 
fruit for Lisa, and she reached across and pulled the paper 
to her. Anders saw his daughter frown slightly. 

“Vacancy on the staff, eh?” she said, looking up at him. 
“Losing Elaine will handicap you.” She poured coffee, then 
reached for his pack and helped herself to a cigarette. 

“Get off my back, Lisa,” he said. 
She smiled and used his lighter on her cigarette. It 

fouled up the Garnet deal, didn’t it?” n 
“Only if Garnet’s guessed Elaine’s connection with me. 
“He didn’t have to guess.” She blew smoke toward him. 

“I told him.” 
“You promised not to.” _ 
“I was trying to redeem myself with him. It didn t work. 
He said angrfly, “There was still a chance to save it. 

I’d just decided to give it a try." . 
“You’re a coward, Harvey.” She dabbed out the cig¬ 

arette “You’re afraid to go to the man you once injured, 
and make an honest, forthright offer for the property you 

“He’d laugh in my face.” 
“You’ve laughed in lots of people’s faces. Why can t you 

risk having it happen to you?” 
“I won’t humble myself to him—or to anyone. 
“He’s humbled you already. Because you know damned 
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well that to save your pride, you’ll have to go ahead with 
the Terrytown thing—Shore Acres or do Shore Acres. Or 
you’ll have to rat out in a way that will queer you with 
every honest businessman in tins town.” 

Anders knew that* It was the cold, squirming, fear that 
had been in the back of his mind since the fire at the 
Bonita motel* 

Lisa looked past him and smiled bitterly. “Why the 
hell don’t you shave before you come to breakfast? You 
look like a worn-out tramp.” 

Anders turned in his chair* Casey was coming in 
through the patio door* He looked unrested, his mood as 
bitter as Anders’* But he did not fly back at Lisa, as once 
he would have done* He looked discouraged as he nodded 
to Harvey, sat down on the third side of the breakfast table 
and glanced at Lisa from the comer of his eye* The 
punctual Clemmie came in to serve him and, smiling, 
Lisa poured his coffee* 

“What’s the matter, lover?” she said* “Did I wear you 
down too much last night?” 

Casey turned an angry face to her, then looked down. 
Anders hunched over the toast he was trying to eat. 

Why, when he had worked so hard to give her every 
advantage, had she chosen suddenly to be so coarse and 
cheap? He thought for the first time in years of her 
mother*,, 

Hazel Krenik had been a big, bony, busty blonde* 
Harvey had known nothing of her personal past when 
he had married her, for he had given her her first job after 
she had come from some inland city* He had been. In her 
own phrase, her first local gentleman friend. 

But she had been around. He had possessed her late one 
night in the office of the first small, decent restaurant he 
ever owned* And he had found her not only a voracious 
female, but a thoroughly trained one. Their meetings 
had become a regular thing, for Hazel had fulfilled a 
physical need in him, so he had married her* 

For a few years it had appeared as if he could enjoy 
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her massive, receptive body to his heart s content with no 
fear of the consequences he did not want. He had grown 
so confident that he had been shocked when Hazel told 
him she was pregnant. He had tried to get her to have an 
abortion and she had flatly refused. 

But what a miracle had come from that coarse body. 
Lisa had been perfect even as a baby, with her nice head 
of dark hair, her fine little eyes and face, her splendid 

baby’s physique... .. .. . 
Harvey looked up at her now. She was watching him in 

a vacant way, as if pursuing some memory of her own. 
Perhaps, he speculated, she was thinking of Garnet. She 
had said the other day he was the only boy she had ever 
really loved. But Harvey did not know her. Maybe he had 
never known her at all. .. 

Then, with a bright tilt of her head, Lisa said, My, 
how grim we've become. Harvey and I were having a 
conversation when you came in, Casey. About the big 
Terrytown project. We’d reached the point of how he 11 
look if he rats out. I was about to tell Dad how bad you 11 
feel if the deal falls through. You’re so good ^ at that sort 
of thing, and it does so much for your prestige.” 

Casey said with a growl, “He won’t back out.” 
“Oh? Then perhaps he told you something that be 

didn’t confide in me.” 
“He didn’t tell me,” Casey said with effort, his eyes on 

the table. “I’m telling him.” . 
Anders looked at him in amazement. His son-in-law 

had never once raised his voice to him, but now there 
was a bleak, unfriendly stubbornness in him. 

“I’ll not be made a fool of,” Casey said in mounting 
aneer. “I’ve put months into that project. I’ve promoted it 
everywhere.” He looked at Anders then, his eyes furious. 
“Harvey, I’ll be damned if I let you ruin it just because 
you don’t stand to make a big fat profit from the deal. 1 m 

no patsy for you or for anyone else.” 
Anders blinked. 
“You’ll go through with it, regardless of the Garnet 

property,” Casey continued grimly, “or I’ll divorce your 

153 



charming daughter for adultery. I’ll expose you for every 
crooked thing I know about you and your business. And 
that’s enough to fix your wagon in the whole state, believe 
me.” 

Anders watched his son-in-law with a hypnotized gaze, 
Casey meant it. That was the reward for the trust Anders 
had placed in him, the careful grooming to make him his 
successor. Lisa was also watching her husband, a strange 
look in her eyes. 

“Why, there is a backbone in you, after all,” she cried. 
“And all the while 1 thought you were one of those cute 
little invertebrates we used to use for fishing bait when 
we were kids.” 

"What’s this about adultery?” Anders said hoarsely, 
his red-rimmed eyes on Casey. 

“Lisa admitted to me that she had gone to Garnet’s 
place just to go to bed with him,” Casey said heavily. 

You mean I bragged about it, darling,” Lisa corrected 
him. 

Anders looked from one to the other, at these monsters 
of his own creation, as if he could scarcely believe in their 
existence, Lisa now held a viselike, tyrannical grip upon 
their lives, one that she would never relax. She would 
lacerate both these men with her cheap vulgarity, and 
there would be a continuous parade of other lovers she 
would flaunt before them. 

And Harvey Anders looked at Casey, at the weak mouth 
and at the small, mean eyes. Casey would put up with 
Lisa, just as her father would, swallowing his hurt and his 
pride, because that was the price of realizing his ambition. 
But Casey, at last having found the courage'for blackmail, 
would use that weapon mercilessly. He would never be 
satisfied to sit back and wait for Harvey Anders to pass 
on to him Anders’ power and position. Long before then 
Casey Farrell would begin his upward climb, using Anders’ 
body as a foothold. 

“Look, dammit.” Anders hardly recognized his own 
croaking voice. “Who brought up the idea of dropping 
the Shore Acres project. I sure as hell didn’t.” 
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Casey’s face relaxed. 
Lisa laughed. 
But neither her father nor her husband, in 

ment of bleak desperation, caught the tone 
irony that underlay her superficial mirth... 

TOE END 

their mo- 
of cynical 
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B-440F B-455F B-464F B473F B482F 
B-442F B-456F B465F B474F B4S3F 
B445F 
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"1 OWN YQUr ANDERS CRIED, HIS VOICE 
NEAR FURY. "YOU'RE MY DAUGHTER AND I CAN DO 

WITH YOU WHAT I WANT!" 

What were the limits 
of his inhuman, savage love? 

Lisa was like a prisoner, panting to escape. 
But Harvy Anders never relaxed his iron grip. 
When he "caught young Rock Garnet with her 
in Lovers’ Lane he had him run out of town. 

And when Harvy disapproved of Lisa’s 
friend, Elaine Carmody, he put that beauti¬ 
ful young girl in his ""stable.” Sure, he paid 
her well And he let her do odd jobs for him- 
such as keeping male business friends happy. 

After that, he picked Lisa’s friends himself. 
He even picked out a husband for her. And 
Lisa married the man. Still Anders never 
relaxed his relentless hold on her. 

Then Rock Garnet came back to town. He 

HOW FAR CAN A FATHER GO 
BEFORE HIS CONSUMING LOVE 
DESTROYS HIS OWN DAUGHTER? 
YOU WONT WANT TO MISS 
ONE WORD OF. 

was stronger, shrewder, 
tougher. And he was ready 
to resume those old ses¬ 
sions in Lovers’ Lane, 

He found Lisa ready and 
waiting. In Fact, she was 
beating like a passionate 
bird at the bars of her cage. 
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